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P R E F A C E. 


O many are the N as well natural as acguir d, 
8 that are eſſentially reguiſite to the making of a good Peet, 
that tis in vain for any Man to aim at a great Reputa- 
tion on account of his Poetical Performances, by barely followw- 
ing the Rules of others, and reducing their Speculations into Prac- 
tice, It may not be impoſſible indeed for Men, even of indifferent 
Part., by making Examples to the Rules hereafter given, to com- 
7 Verſes ſmooth and well; ſounding to the Ear; yet if ſuch 
erſes want flrong Senſe, Propriety, and Elevation of Thought, 
or Purity of Diction, they will be at beſi but what Horace calls 
them, Verſus inopes rerum, nugzque canoræ; and he Mei- 
ters of them not Poets, but werfifying Scriblers. I pretend not 
therefore by the following Sheets to teach a Man le be a Poet in 
ſpite of Fate. and Nature, but only to be of help to the feu who 
are born to be ſo, and whom audit vocatus Apollo. 


To this Eud I give inthe firſt place Rules for making Engly/b 
Verſe: Aud theſe Rules ] have, according to the bet of my 
Judgment, endeavour'd to extratt from J. Vractice, and to 
frame after the Examples of the Poets that are moſt celebrated 
for a fluent and numerous Turn of Verſe. 


Another Part of this Treatiſe is, I Dictionary of Rhymes: 
To which having prefix'd a large Preface ſhewing the Method 
and Uſefulneſs of it, I ſhall trouble the Reader in this Place no 
farther than to acquaint him, that if it be as uſeful and accept- 
able to the Publick, as the compoſing of it was tedious and pain- 
ful to me, I ſhall never-repent me of the Labour. 


What I. all chiefly ſpeak of here, is the largeſt Part of this 
Treatiſe, which I call, A Collection of the moſt natural and 
ſublime Thoughts that are in the beſt Exgliſb Poets. And to 
be ingenuous in the Diſcovery, this was the Part of it that prin- 
cipally.induc'd me to undertake the N hole: The T aſt was indeed 
laborious, but pleaſing ; and the jole Praise I expected from it, 
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"was, that I made a judicious Choice and proper Diſpofition of 
the Paſſages I extracted. A Mixture of ſo many different Sub- 
jets, and ſuch a Variety of Thoughts upon them, may poſſibly not 
ſatisfy the Reader ſo well, as a Compoſition perfect in its Kind on 
one entire Subject; but certainly it will divert and amuſe him 
better; for boy is no Thread of Story, nor Connexion of one 
Part with another, to keep his Mind intent, and conſtrain him 
to any Length of Reading. 1 detain him therefore only to ac- 
quaint him, why it is made a Part of this Book, and how ſer- 
wiceable it may be to the main Deſign of it. 


Hawing drawn up Rules for making Verſes, and a Dictionary 
of Rhymes, which are the mechanick Tools of a Poet ; I came in 
the next place to confider, what other human Aid could be of - 
fer'd him, a Genius and Judgment not being mine to give. Now 
I imagin'd that a Man might have both theſe, and yet ſome- 
times, for the ſake of a Syllable or two, more or leſs, to give a 
Verſe its true Meaſure, be at a ſtand for Epithets and Synonyma's, 
with which I have ſeen Books of this Nature in ſeveral Lan- 


guages plentifully furniſhed. 


Now, tho' I have differ'd from them in Method, yet I am of 
opinion this Collection may ſerve to the ſame End, with equal 
Prof and greater Pleaſure to the Reader. For, what are E- 
pithets, but Adjettives that denote and expreſs the Qualities of 
the Subſtantives to which they are join'd ? as Purple, Roſy, 
Smiling, Dewy, Morning : Dim, Gloomy, Silent, Night. 
What Synonyma's, but Words of a like Signification ? as Fear, 
Dread, Terrour, Conſternation, Affright, Diſmay, c. Are 
they not then naturally to be ſought for in the Deſcriptions 
of Perſons and Things? And can wwe not better judge by a 
Piece of Painting, how beautifully Colours may be e than 
by ſeeing the ſame ſeveral Colours ſcatter'd without Deſign on a 
Table? When you are at à boſs therefore for proper Epithets or 
Synonyma's, look into this Alphabetical Collection for any Ward 
under which the Subject of your Thought may moft probably 
be rang d, and you-wvill find what have been employ'd by our 
beft Writers, and in what manner. 


It would have been as eaſy a Taſk for me, as it has been to 
ethers before me, to have threaded tedious Bead-rolls of Synony- 
ma's and Epithets together, and put them by themſekues : But 
*when they fland alone they appear bald, i 1 uncouth, and 


ſpoſition they may 
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indeed help the Memory, but cannot direct the Judgment in the 
Choice, 


But befides, to confeſt a Secret, I am very unwilling it hould 
be laid to my Charge, that I have furniſb d Tools and given a 
Temptation of Verifying, to ſuch as in ſpite of Art and Nature 
rndertake to be Poets; and who miſtake their Fondneſs to Rhyme, 
or Neceſſity of Writing, for a true Genius of Poetry, and lawful 
Call from Apollo. Such Debaſers of Rhyme and Dablers in 
Poetry would do well to conſider, that a Man would juſtly de- 
ſerde a higher Eſteem in the World, by being a good Maſon or 
Shoe-maker, or by excelling in any other Art that his Talent in- 
clines him to, and that is uſeful to Mankind, than by being an 
indifferent or ſecond-Rate Poet. Such have no Claim to that 
Divine Appellation: 


Neque enim concludere Verſum 
Dixeris eſſe ſatis ; Neque, fi quis ſcribat, uti nos, 
Sermoni propriora, putes hunc eſſe Poetam. 
Ingenium cui fit, cui Mens divinior, atque Os 
Magna ſonaturum, des Nominis hujus Honorem. Horat. 


I reſolved therefore to place theſe, the principal Materials, under 
2 1 Guard of the immortal Shakeſpear, Milton, Dry- 
en, Oe. , ; 


Procul 6 procul eſte Profani ! Virg. 
But tet Men of better Minds be excited to a generous Emula- 


tion, 


I have inſerted not only Similies, Alluſions, Characters, and 
Deſcriptions, but alſo the moſt Natural and Sublime Thoughts 
of our Modern Poets on all Subjects whatever. I ſay, of our 
Modern ; for tho" ſome of the Ancient, as Chaucer, Spencer, 
and others, have not been excell'd, perhaps not eguall d, by any 
that have ſucceeded them, either in Juſtneſt of Deſcription, or 
in Propriety and Greatneſs of Thought; yet their Language is 
now become ſo antiquated and obſelete, that moſt Readers of our 
Age have no Ear for them : And this is the Reaſon that the 
good Shakeſpear himſelf is not fo frequently cited in this Col- 
leAion, as he would otherwiſe deſerve to be. 
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I have endeavour'd to give the Paſſages as naked and flript 
ef Superfluities and foreign Matter, as paſſibly I could: But of- 
ten found my/elf oblig a, for the jake of the Connexion of the 
Senſe, which elſe would have been iuterrupted, and conſequently 
ebjcure, to inſert ſome of them under Heads, to which every 
Part or Line of them may be thought not properly to belong : 
Nay, 1 ſometimes even found it difjicult to chuſt under what 
Head to place ſeveral of the beſt Thoughts ; but the Reader may 
be aſſur'd, that if be find them not where he expects, he will not 
aby leſe his Labour ; for 


The Search itſelf rewards his Pains ; 
And if like Chymiſts his great End he mils, 
Yet i hings well worth his Toil he gains; 
And dues his Charge and Labour pay 
Wich good unſought Experiments by the way. Convley, 


That the Remer may judee of every Paſſage with due De- 
ference for each Author, he will find their Names at the End of 
the laſt Line; aud as ihe /ate Ferfions of the Greek and Roman 
Poets haut not a little contribuled to this Colledtion, Homer, 
Anacreon, Lucretius, Catulius, Virgil, Horace, Ovid, Ju+ 
venal, Sc. are cited with their Tranſlators ; and after each 
Author's Name are guoted their Plays and other Poems, from 
aubence the Paſſages are extracted. | | 


The Reader auill likewiſe objorve, that I have ſometimes a+ 
ſerib d to ſeveral Authors the Quotations taken from one and 
the fame Play. Thus to thiſe from the firſt and third Ad of 
Oedipus, I have put Dryden; to thoſe from the three other, 
Lee: Becauſe the firſt and third A of that Play were written 
by Dryden, the three other by Lee. To thoſe from Troilus 
and Creſſida I have ſometimes put Shakeſpear, ſometimes Dry- 
den; becauſe he having alter d that Play, whatever I found not 
in the Edition of Shakeſpear, ought to be aſerib'd to him. And 
in like manner ſeueral other Plays. 


As no Thought can be juſily ſaid to be fine, unle/5 it be true, 
JT have all = had a pA 8 for Trath ; except only in 
Paſſages that are purely. ſatirical, where ſome Alam muſt 
be given: For Satire may be fine and true Satire, tho" it be not 
direfly and according to the Letter, true: 'Tis enough that it 
carry with it a Pro ability or Semblance of Truth, Let it 2 
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here be oljected, that 1 have from the Tranſlators of the Greek 
and Roman Poets, taken ſome Deſcriptions merely fabulous : For 
the well-invented Fables of the Antients were deſignd only to 
inculcate the Truth with more Delight, and to make it fhine 
with greater Splendour. 
Rien n'eſt beau que le Vrai. Le Vrai ſeul eſt Aimable; 

II doit regner par tout; & meme dans la Fable. 

De toute Fiction Vadroite Fauſſete 

Ne tend qu'a faire aux yen briller la Verite. Boileau. 


1 have upon every Subject given both pro and con whenever 
1 met with them, or that 1 judg'd them worth giving : And 
if both are not always found, let none imagine that I wilfully 
ſuppreſs" d either ; or that what is here uncontradicted muſt be 
unanſwerable, 


17 any. take offence at the Laaſeneſi of ſome of the Thoughts, 
as particularly upon Love, where I haue given the different 
Sentiments which Mankind, according to thetr ſeveral Tempera- 
ments, ever had, and ever will have of it ; ſuch may obſerve, 
that I have ftritly avoided all manner of Obſcenity throughout 
the whole Collection: And the" here and there a bought may 
perhaps have a Caſt of Wantonneſs, yet the cleanly Metaphors 
palliate the Broaducſi of the Meaning, and the Chaſleneſs of the 
Words qualifies the Laſciviowſne/s of the Images they repreſent. 
And let them farther know, that I have nat always choſen what 
1 moſt approv'd, but what carries with it the 27 Strokes for 
Imitation: For, the whole Matter, it was not my Buſineſs 
to judge any farther, than of the Vigour and Force of Thought, 
of the Purity of Language, of the Aptneſi and Propriety of Hæ- 
preffion ; and above all of the Beauty of Colouring, in which 
the Poets Art chiefly confiſls. Nor, in ſhort, would 1 take upon 
me to determine what Things ſhould have been ſaid ; but have 
ſhewn only what are faid, and in what manner. 
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ENGLISH VERSE. 


I N the Engh/ Verification there are two Things chiefly 
to be conſider'd; 
1. The Verſes. 


2. The ſeveral Sorts of Poems, or Compoſitions in Verſe. 

But becauſe in the Verſes there are alſo two Things to be 
obſerv'd, The Structure of the Verſe, and the Rhyme ; this 
Treatiſe ſhall be divided into three Chapters ; 

I. Of the Structure of Exgliſb Verſes. 

IT. Of Rhyme. 


III. Of the ſeveral" Sorts of Poems, or Compoſitions in 


_ Verſe, 


Mmm 


CC. A-P. 1 
Of the Strufture of Engliſh Verſes. 


HE Structure of our Verſes, whether Blank, or in 

Rhyme, conſiſts in a certain Number of Syllables ; 
not in Feet compos'd of long and ſhort Syllables, as the 
Verſes of the Greeks and Romans. And though ſome oy 2 
ous Perſons formerly puzzled themſelves in preſcribing Rules 
for the Quantity of Engl Syllables, and, in Imitation of 
the Latins, compos'd Verſes by the Meaſure of Spendet, 
Da&yls, c. yet the Succeſs of their Undertaking has fully 
evinc'd the Vainneſs of their Attempt, and given 8 to 
ſuſpect they had not throughly 1 what the Genius of 
our Language would bear; nor reflected that each Tongue 
has its peculiar Beauties, and that what is agrecable and na- 
tural to one, is very oftendiſagreeable, nay, inconſiſtent with 
an- 
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another. But that Deſign being now wholly exploded, it 
is ſufficient to have mention'd it. 

Our Verſes then conſiſt in a certain Number of Syllables ; 
but the Verſes of double Rhyme require a Syllable more than 
thoſe of ſingle Rhyme. Thus in a Poem whoſe Verſes con- 


fiſt of ten Syllables, thoſe of the ſame Poem that are accent- 


ed on the laſt ſave one, which we call Verſes of double 
Rhyme, muſt have eleven; as may be ſeen by theſe Verſes, 


A Mar fo wadions that he ſcem'd to be 

Not one, but all Mankind's Epitome : 

Stiff in Opinion, always in the Wrong, 

Was ev'ry thing by flarts, and 2 long; 
But, in the Courſe of one revolving Moon, 

Was Fidler, Chymiſi, Stateſman, and Buffon: 
Then all for Women, Painting, Rhyming, Drinking, 
Beſides Ten thouſand Freaks that dy'd inThinking, 
Praifing and Railing awere his uſual T hemes, 

And both, to ſhew his Judgment, in Extremes. 

So over-wiolent, or over-civid, | 


That every Man with him was God or Devil, Dryd.. 


Where the 4 Verſes that are accented on the laſt ſave one 
have 11 Syllables : the others, accented on the laſt, but 10. 
In a Poem whoſe Verſes conſiſt of 8, the double Rhymes 
require 9; as, 
When hard Words, * and Fears, 
Set Folks together by the Lars; 
And made em fight, like mad, or drunk, 
Fer Dame Religion as for Punk ;; 
Whoſe Honeſty they all durſt ſwear for, 
Tho” not a Man of em knew wherefore : 
Then did Sir Knight abandon Davelling, | 
And out he rode a Colonelling. © Hud.. 
In a Poem whoſe Verſes conſiſt of 7, the double Rhymes 
require 8; as, 
Ati Verſe is ſiſter far 
Than the downy Feathers are 
Of my Wings, or of my Arrows, 
Of my Mother's Doves or Sparrows. Cowl.. 


This muſt alſo be obſerved in Blank Verſe; as, 


Welcome, thou worthy Partner of my Laurel: !' 
Thau Brather of my Choice Band more facred' 


B 5, 


—ͤ—Jũ— 2 — ——e—_ - -_—— - 
oy — — . . 


10 Rus for making 


Than Nature's brittle Tye. B Friendſhip | 

Glory and Fame flood ſtill for [my akon : 

My Soul ſeem d wanting of its better Half, 

Aud languiſh'd for thy Abſence like a Prophet, 

Who waits the Inſpiration of his God, Rowe. 


And this Verſe of Milton, 
Void of all Succour and needful Comfort. 
wants a Syllable ; for, being accented on the laſt ſave one, it 


ought to have 11, as all the Verfes but two of the preceding 
Example have: But if we tranſpoſe the Words thus, 


Of Succour and all needful Comfort void. 


it then wants nothing of its due Meaſure, becauſe it is ac- 
cented on the laſt Syllable. 


— — — 


S.CT... I. | 
Of the ſeveral Sorts of Verſes ; and, firſt, of thoſe 
of Ten Syllables : Of the due Obſervation of the 
Accents, and of the Pauſe. 


Off Poetry admits for the moſt part but of Three Sorts 
of Verſes ; that is to ſay, of Verſes of 10, 8, or 7 
Syllables : Thoſe of 4, 6,9, 11, 12, and 14, are .. ane 
employ'd in Maſks and Operas, and in the Stanzas of Lyri 
and Pindarick ' Odes, and we have few entire Poems com- 
pos'd in any of'thofe Sorts of Verſes. Thoſe of 12 and 14. 
Syllables are frequently inſerted in our Poems in Heroick 
Verſe, and when rightly made uſe of, carry a iar Grace 
with them. See the next Section towards the End. 

The Verſes of 10 Syllables, which are our Heroick, are 
us'd in Heroick Poems, in Tragedies, Comedies, Paſtorals, 
Elegies, and ſometimes in Burleſque. x 

In theſe Verſes two Things are chiefly to be conſider d; 

1. The Seat of the Accent ; | : 
2. The Pauſe. 

For 'tis not enough that Verſes have their juſt Number 
of Syllables ; the true Harmony of them depends on a due 
Obſervation of the Accent and Pauſe. Th 
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The Accent is an Elevation or a falling of the Voice on 
a certain Syllable of a Word. 

The Pauſe is a Reſt or Stop that is made in pronouncing 
the Verſe, and that divides it, as it were, into two Parts; 
each of which is call'd an Hemiſtich, or Half- Verſe. 

But this Diviſion is not always equal, that is to ſay, one 
of the Half. Verſes does not always contain the ſame Num- 
ber of Syllables as the other : And this Inequality proceeds 
from the Seat of the Accent that is ſtrongeſt, and prevails 
moſt in the firſt Half-Verſe: For the Pauſe muſt be obſerv'd 
at the End of the Word where ſuch Accents happen to be, 
or at the End of the following Word. - 

Now in a Verſe of 10 Syllables this Accent muſt be either 
on the 2d, 4th, or 6th ; which produces 5 ſeveral Pauſes, that 
is to ſay, at the 3d, 4th, 5th, 6th, or 7th Syllable of the Verſe: 


For, 

When it happens to be on the 2d, the Pauſe will be either 
at the 3d or 4th. | 

At the 3d, in two Manners : 


1. When the Syllable accented happens to be the laſt 
ſave one of a Word 3 as, g 


As buſy--as intentive Emmets are ; 
Or Cities--awhom unlook'd fer Sieges ſcare. Dav. 


2. Or when the Accent is on the laſt of a Word, and the 
next a Monoſyllable, whoſe Conſtruction is govern'd by that 
on which the Accent is; as, 


Deſpiſe it--and more noble Thoughts purſue. Dryd. 


When the Accent falls on the 2d Syllable of the Verſe, and 
the laſt ſave two of a Word, the Pauſe will be at the 4th; as, 


He meditates--his abſent Enemy. Dryd. 


When the Accent is on the 4th of a Verſe, the Pauſe will 
be either at the ſame Syllable, or at the 5th or 6th. 

At the ſame, when the Syllable of the Accent happens to 
be the laſt of a Word; as, | 


Such huge Extremes--inhabit thy great Mind, 
God. lile, unmo vd, - and yet, like Woman, kind. Wall. 


At the 5th in 2 Manners: | 
1. When 


j 
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1. When it happens to be the laſt ſave one of a Word; as, 


Like bright Aurora--whoje refulgent Ray 

Foretells the Ferwour--of enſuing Day; 

And warns the Shepherd--with his Flocks, retreat 

To leafy Shadows--from the threaten'd Heat. Wall. 


2. Or the laſt of the Word, if the next be a Monoſyllable 
govern'd by it; as, 


So freſh the Wound is--and the Grief fo vt. Wall. 


At the 6th, when the Syllable of the Accent happens to 
be the laſt ſave two of a Word; as, 


T hoſe Seeds of Luxury--Debate, and Pride. Wall. 


Laſtly, When the Accent is on the 6th Syllable of the Verſe, 
the Pauſe will be either at the ſame Syllable or at the 7th. 


At the ſame, when the Syllable of the Accent happens to 
be the laſt of a Word ; as, , | 


She meditates Revenge--reſolv'd to die. Wall. 


At the 7th in two Manners : 
1. When it happens to be the laſt ſave one of a Word; as, 


Nor when the War is over, is it Peace. Dryd. 
Mirrors are taught te flatter,--but our Springs. Wall. 


2. Or the laſt of a Word, if the following one be a Mono- 


ſyllable whoſe Conſtruction depends on the preceding Word 
on which the Accent is ; as, a 


And fince Te could not ſave her--with her dy'd. Dryd. 


From all this it appears, that the Pauſe is determin'd by 
the Seat of the Accent ; but if the Accents happen to be e 
qually ſtrong on the ad, 4th, and 6th Syllable of aVerſe, the 
Senſe and Conſtruction of the Words muſt then guide to the 
Obſervation of the Pauſe, For Example: In one of the 
Verſes J have cited as an Inſtance of it at the 7th Syllable, 


Mirrors are taught ta flatter, but our Springs. 


The Accent is as ſtrong on Taught, as on the firſt Syllable of 
Flatter ; and it the Pauſe were obſerv'd at the 4th gas” ol 
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the Verſe, it would have nothing diſagreeable in its Sound | 
45, | 


Mirrors are taught--to flatter, but our Springs 
Preſent th' impartial Images of Things. 


Which tho! it be no Violence to the Ear, yet it is to the 
Senſe, and that ought always carefully to be avoided in read- 
ing or in repeating of Verſes. 

For this Reaſon it is, that the Conſtruction or Senſe ſhould 
never end at a Syllable where the Pauſe ought not tobe made; 
as at the 8th and ad in the two following Verſes : 


Bright Heſper tawinkles from afar : Away \ 
My Kids !--for you have had a Feaſt to Day. Staff. 


Which Verſes have nothing diſagreeable in their Structure 
but the Pauſe, which in the firſt of them muſt be obferv'd at 
the 8th Syllable, in the ad at the 2d; and ſo unequal a Divi- 
fron can produce no true Harmony. And for this Reaſon 
too, the Pauſes at the 3d and 7th Syllables, tho' not wholly to 
be condemn'd, ought to be but ſparingly praQtis'd. 4 

The foregoin | 25a ought indiſpenfibly to be follow'd in 
all our Verſes of 10 Syllables; and the Obſervation of them, 
like that of right Time in Muſick, will produce Harmony ; 
the Negle& of them Harſhneſs and Diſcord ; as appears by 
the following Verſes : 


None think Rewards render'd worthy their Worth, 
And both Lovers, both thy Diſciples avere. Dav. 


In which. tho' the true Number of Syllables be obſerv'd, yet 
neither of them have ſo much as the Sound of aVerſe: Now 
their Diſagreeableneſs proceeds from the undue Seat of the 
Accent ; 1 The firſt of them is accented on the 
5th and 7th Syllables ; but if we change the Words, and re- 
move the Accent to the 4th and 6th, the Verſe will become 
ſmooth and eaſy ; as, 


None think Rewards are equal to their Worth. 


The Harſhneſs of the laſt of them proceeds from its being 
accented on the 3d Syllable, which may be mended thus, 
by tranſpofing only one Word; 


And Lowers bath, both thy Diſciples were. . 


In like manner, the following Verſes ; 
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To be maſſacred, not in Battle ſlain. Blac. 
But forc d, harſh, and uneaſy unto all, Cowl. 
Againſt the Inſults of the Wind and Tide. Blac. 
A ſecond Eſſay will the Pow'rs appeafe. Blac. 


With Scythians expert in the Dart and Bou. Dryd. 


are rough, becauſe the foregoing Rules are not obſerv'd in 
their Structure; For Example, The firſt where the Pauſe is 
at the 5th Syllable, and the Accent on the zd, is contrary to 
the Rule, which ſays, that the Accent that determines the 
Pauſe muſt be on the 2d, 4th, or 6th Syllable of the Verſe; 
and to mend that Verſe we need only the Accent on 
the 4th, and then the Pauſe at the 5th will have nothing 
diſagreeable ; as, 


Thus to be murder'd, not in Battle ſlain. 
The ſe :ond Verſe is accented on the 3d Syllable, and the 


Pauſe is tiere too; which makes it indeed the thing it ex - 


preſſes, fe rc'd, harſh, and uneaſy; it may be mended thus, 
Bt fore'd and harſh, uneaſy unto all. 


The 3d, 4th, and 5th of thoſe Verſes have like Faults ; 
for the Pauſes are at the 5th, and the Accent there too; 
which is likewiſe contrary to the foregoing Rules: Now they 
will be made ſmooth and flowing, by taking. the Accent 
from the 5th, and removing the Seat of the Paule ; as, 


e, th' Infalts both of the Wind and Tide. 
ſecond Tryal will the Pow'rs appeaſe. 
With Scythians ſkilful in the Dart and Bow. 


From whence we conclude, that in all Verſes of 10 Syl- 
lables, the moſt prevailing Accents ought to be on the ad, 
4th, or 6th Syllables ; for if they are on the zd, 5th, or 
7th, the Verſes will be rough and diſagreeable, as has been 
prov'd by the preceding Inſtances. 

In ſhort, the wrong placing of the Accent is as great a 
Fault in our Verſification, as falſe Quantity was in that of 
the Ancients; and therefore we ought to take equal care to 
avoid it, and endeavour ſo to difpote the Words, that they 
may create a certain Melody in the Ear, without Labour to 
the Tongue, or Violence to the Senſe, SECT 
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Ker. 
Of the other Sorts of Verſes that are us'd in our 
| Poetry. 


FTER the Verſes of 10 Syllables; thoſe of 8 are 


s'd in them. 

In the Structure of theſe Verſes, as well as of thoſe of 10 
Syllables, we muſt take care that the moſt prevailing Ac- 
cents be neither on the 3d nor 5th Syllables of them. 

They alſo require a Pauſe to be obſerv'd in pronouncing 
them, which is generally at the 4th or 5th Syllable ; as, 


Pl fing of Heroes,--and of Kings, 
In mighty Numbers,--mighty T hings ; 
Begin, my Mufe,--but Fa the Strings, 
To my great Song--rebellious prove 


The Strings will found--of nought but Love. Cowl.. 


The Verſes of 7 Syllables, which are called 4nacreontich, 
are moſt beautiful when the ſtrongeſt Accent is on the zd, 
and the Pauſe either there or at the 4th ; as, 


Fill the Bowl--with roſy Wine, 

Round our Temples-- Roſes tavine ; 

Crown'd with Roſes --wwe contemn 

Gyges' wealthy-- Diadem. Cowl. 


The Verſes of 9 and of 11 Syllables, are of two Sorts ; 
one is thoſe that are accented * the laſt ſave one, which 
are only the Verſes of double Rhyme that belong to thoſe 
of 8 and 10 Syllables, of which Examples have already been 
given : The other of thoſe that are accented on the laſt 
Syllable, which are employ'd only in Compoſitions for 
Muſick, and in the loweſt Sort of burleſque Poetry; the 
Diſagreeableneſs of their Meaſure having wholly excluded 
them from grave and ſerious Subjects. They who deſire to 


ſee Examples of them, may find ſome ſcatter'd here and 


there in our Maſks and Operas, and in our burleſque Writers. 
] will give but two. 
Hylas, O Hylas, why fit wwe mute? 
Now that each Bird ſaluteth the Spring. Wall. 
Apart let me view then each Heavenly Fair, | 
For three at a time there's no Mortal can bear, Congr. 
The 
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moſt frequent, and we have many entire Poems com- 
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The Verſes of 12 Syllables are truly heroick both in their 
Meaſure and Sound, tho' we have no entire Works compos'd 
in them; and they are ſo far from being a Blemiſh to the | 
Poems they are in, that on the contrary, when rightly em- 
ploy'd, they conduce not a little to the Ornament of them; 
particularly in the following Rencounters. 

1. When they conclude an Epiſode in an Heroick Poem; I lin 
Thus Stafford ends his Tranſlation of that of Camilla from 
the 11th Æneid with a Verſe of 12 Syllables. 


The ling ring Soul th unwelcome Doom receives, 
And, murm'ring with Diſdain, the beawuteous Body leaves, an 


2. When they concludeaTriplet and full Senſe together; as, 


Millions of op ning Meuths ta Fame belong ; th 
And every Mouth is furniſh'd with a Tongue; (Dryd. 
And round with lifning Ears the flying Plague is bung.) 


And here we may obſerve by the way, that whenever a 8 
Triplet is made uſe of in an Heroick Poem, itis a Fault not 
to cloſe the Senſe at the End of the Triplet, but to continue 
it into the next Line; as Dryden has done in his'Tranſlation.: 
of the 11th Æneid in theſe Lines. 


With Olives crown'd, the Preſents they ſhall bear, t} 
A Purple Robe, a Royal Iv'ry Chair, 
And all the Marks of Sway that Latian Monarchs wear, ) 

And Sum of Gold, &c. 


And in the 7th Zneid he has committed the like Fault. 


T hen they, whoſe Mothers, frantick. with their Fear, | 
Jn Woods and Wilds the Flags of Bacchus bear, 
And lead bis Dances with dijhevel'd Hair, 

Increaſe thy Clamcurs, & c. 


0 

But the Senſe is not confined to the Couplet, for the Cloſe 
of it may fall into the Middle of the next Verſe, that is, the 
third, and ſometimes farther off: Provided the laſt Verſe of 
the Couplet exceed not the Number of ten Syllables ; for 
then the Senſe ought always to.conclude with it. Examples 

of this are ſo frequent, that tis needleſs to give any 
3. When they conclude the Stanzas of Lyrick or Pindarick 
es; Examples of which are often ſeen InDraces, and ers. 
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In theſe Verſes the Pauſe ought to be at the 6th Syllable, 
as may be ſeen in the foregoing Examples. 
We ſometimes find it, tho“ very rarely, at the 7th ; as, 


That fuch a curſed Creature---lives fo long a Space. 


When it is at the 4th, the Verſe will be rough and hob- 
ling; as, | 

And Midwife Time--theripen'd Plot to Murder brought. Dryd. 

The Prince purſu d, and march'd along with equal . Dryd. 


In the laſt of which it is very apparent, that if the Senſe 
and Conſtruction would allow us to make the Pauſe at the 
6th Syllable, 


The Prince purſu d, and march d. along with equal Pace. 


the Verſe would be much more flowing and eaſy. 

The Verſes of 14 Syllables are leſs frequent than thoſe of 
12; they are likewiſe inſerted in Heroick Poems, c. and 
are agreeable enough when they conclude a Triplet and 
Senſe, and follow a Verſe of 12; as, 


For thee the Land in fragrant Flowers is drefl; 
For thee the Ocean ſmiles, and ſmooths her wavy Breaſt, 
And Heav'n itſelf with more ſerene and purer Light ts 
lest. | ryd. 
But if they follow one of 10 Syllables, the Inequality of 
the Meaſure renders them leſs agreeable ; as, 


While all thy Province, Nature, I ſurvey, 
And fing to Memmius an immortal Lay 
Of Heaw'n and Earth; andevery where thy wondrous Pow'r 
diſplay. | Dryd, 
Eſpecially if it be the laſt of a Couplet only ; as, 


With Court-Informers Haunts, and Royal Spies, 
Things done relates, not done ſhe feigns, and mingles Truth 


with Lies. 


But this is only in Heroicks ; for in their Pindaricks and 
Lyricks, Verſes of 12 or 14 Syllables are frequently and 
gracefully placed, not only after thoſe of 12 or 10, but of 
ny oe umber of Syllables whatſoever, 

he Verſes of 4 and 6 Syllables have nothing worth ob- 

ſerving, and therefore I ſhall content myſelf with * 
made mention of them. They are, as 1 ſaid before, us 

only in Operas and Maſks, and in Lyrick and Pindarick 

Odes. Take one Example of them, | 8 
0 
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To rule by Love, 
To hed no Blood, 
May be extolld above ; 


But here below, 

Let Princes know, 
'Tis fatal to be good. Dryd, 
S600. 200 


Several Rules conducing to the Beauty of our Ver- 


fification. 


UR Poetry being very much poliſh'd and refin'd ſince 
the Days of Chaucer, Spencer, and the other ancient 
Poets, ſome Rules which they neglected, and that conduce 
very much to the Ornaments of it, have been pra&is'd by 
the beſt of the Moderns. | 4 
The firſt is to avoid as much as poſſible the Concourſe of 
Vowels, which occaſions a certain ill-ſounding Gaping, call'd 
by the Latins Hiatus; and which they thought fo dif ble 
to the Ear, that, to avoid it, whenever a Word ended in a 
Vowel, and the next began with one, they never, even in 
Proſe, ſounded the Vowel of the firſt Word, but loſt it in 
the Pronunciation; and it is a Fault in our Poets not to do 
the like, whenever our Language will admit of it. 
For this Reaſon the : of * Particle The * * always to 
be cut off before the Words that begin with a Vowel; as, 


With weeping Eyes ſhe heard th unwelcome News, Dryd. 


And itis a Fault to make The and the firſt Syllable of the 
following Word two diſtinct Syllables ; as in this, 


| Reftrain'd a while by the unwelcome Night. Wall, 


A ſecond Sort of Hiatus, and that ought no leſs to be a- 
voided, is, when a Word that ends in a Vowel that cannot 
be cut off, is plac'd before one that begins with the ſame 
Vowel, or one that has the like Sound ; as, 

Should thy Iambicks favell into @ Book. Wall. 


Te ſecond Rule is, to contract the two laſt Syllables of 
the Preterperfect Tenſes of all the Verbs that will admit of 
it; which are all the Regular Verbs whatſoever, except only 
thoſe ending in D or T, and DE or TE. And it is a Fault 
to make Amaxed of three Syllables, and Lowed of two, in- 
ſtead of Amax d of two, and Loud of one, 


And 


— 
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And the ſecond Perſon of the Preſent and P 
Tenſes of all Verbs ought to be contracted in like manner; 
as, thou log, for thou love, &c. 
The third Rule is, not to make uſe of ſeveral Words i in a 
Verſe that begin with the ſame Letter ; as, 
The Court he knew to ſtaer in Storms of State. 
He in theſe Miracles Deſign diſcern d. Dav. 


Yet we find an Inſtance of ſuch a Verſe in Dryden's Tranſ- 
lation of the firſt Paſtoral of Virgil; 


Till then a helpieſe, hopeleſs, homely Swain. 
Which I am perſuaded he left not thus through .— 
or Inadvertency, but with deſign to om in the Number 


and Sound of the Words the Thing he deicribed, a Shepherd 
in whom 
Nec fpes libertatis erat, nec cura peculi. 

Now how far the Sound of the H Afpirate, with which 
three Feet of that Verſe begin, expreſſes the Deipair of the 
Swain, let the Judicious — "5 I have taken notice of it 
only to ſay, that 'tis a great Beauty in Poetry. when the 
Words and Numbers are ſo difpos'd, as by their Order and 
Sound to repreſent the Things deſcrib'd. 

The fourth is, to avoid __ a Verſe by an Adjective 
whoſe Subſlantive begins the following; as, 

Some loft their quiet e FOO IR 

Parents, &c. Dav. 
Or, by a Prepoſition when oe Caſe it governs begins the 
Verſe that follows ; as, 


The daily ef] ning of our Life, ſhews 
A little dying, how outright 10 dye. 9 Wall. 


The fifth is, to avoid the frequent Uſe of Words of many 
Syllables, which are proper enough in Proſe, but come not 
into Verſe without a —— 9 — altogether diſagreeable; 


particularly thoſe whoſe Accent is onthe fourth Syllable from 
the the Jon, as 2 
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8 E T. IV. 
Doubts concerning the Number of Syllables of cer- 
fain Words. 


HERE is no Language. whatſoover that ſo often joins 
ſeveral Vowels together to make Diphthongs of them, 
: as 
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as ours; this appears in our having ſeveral compos'd of three 
different Vowels, as EAU and EOU in Beauteous, IOU in 
Glorious, UAL in Acquaint, &c. 

Now from hence may ariſe ſome Difficulties concerning the 
true Pronunciation of thoſe Vowels whether they ought to 
be ſounded ſeparately in two Syllables, or jointly in one. 

The ancient Poets made them ſometimes of two Syllables, 
ſometimes but of one, as the Meaſure of theirVerſe requir'd ; 
but they are now become to be but of one, and it is a Fault 
to make them of two: From whence we may draw this 
general Rule ; 

That whenever one Syllable of a Word ends in a Vowel, 
and the next begins with one, provided the firſt of thoſe Sylla- 
bles be not that on which the Word is accented, thoſe two 
Syllables ought in Verſe to be contracted and made but one. 

Thus Beautecus is but two Syllables, Victorieus but three 


and it is a Fault in Dryden to make it four, as he has done 


in this Verſe : | 
Vr Arms arc on the Rhine vidorious, 
To prove that this Verſe wants a Syllable of its due Mea- 


. ſure, we need but add one to it ; as, 


Your Arms are on the Rhine victerious now. 


Where, tho' the Syllable now be added to the Verſe, it has 
no more than its due Number of Syllables ; which plainly 
proves it wanted it. | 
But if the Accent be upon the firſt of theſe Syllables, they 
cannot be contracted to make a Diphthong, but mult be 
computed as two diſtin& Syllables : Thus Poet, Lion, Quiet, 
and the like, muſt always be us'd as two Syllables ; Poetry, 
and the like, as three. 572 
And it is a Fault to make Riot, for Example, one Syllable, 
as Milton has done in this Verſe, 


Their Riot aſcends above the lofty Tow'rs, 


The ſame Poet has in another Place made uſe of a like 
Word twice in one Verſe, and made it two Syllables each 
time; 

With Ruin upon Ruin, Rout on Rout, 


And any Ear may diſcover that this laſt Verſe has its true 
Meaſure, the other not. But 


V 
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But there are ſome Words that may be excepted; as Diamond, 
Violet, Violent, Diadem, Hyacinth, and perhaps ſome others, 
which, though they are accented upon the firſt Vowel, are 
ſometimes us d but as twoSyllables; as in the following Verſes, 


From Diamond Quarries heaun, and Rocks of Gold. Milt. 
With Poppies, Daffodils, and Violets join d. Tate. 
With vain, but violent Force their Darts they fung. Cowl. 
His Ephod, Mitre, well-cut Diadem on. f Cowl. 
My bluſhing Hyacinths, and my Bays I keep. Dryd. 
Sometimes as three; as, 
A Mount of rocky Diamond did riſe. Blac. 
Hence the blue Violet and bluſhing Roſe. Blac. 
And ſet ſoft Hyacinths of Iron Blue. Dryd. 


When they are us'd but as two Syllables they ſuffer an 
Eliſion of one of their Vowels, and are generally written thus, 
Di'mond, Vi let, &c. | 

This Contraction is not always made of Syllables of the 
ſameWord only ; for the Particle A being placed after aWord 
that ends in a Vowel, will ſometimes admit of the like Con- 
traction; for Example, after the Word many; as, 


Tho many a Viftim from my Folds was bought, 
And many a Cheeſe to Country Markets brought. Dryd. 
They many a Trophy gain d with many a Wound. Dav. 


After To; as, 
Can he to a Friend, to a Son ſo bloody grow ? 


After They; as, 
From thee, their long- nogun King, they a King defire, Cowl. 
After By ; as, | 
When we by a fooliſb Figure ſay. 


And perhaps after ſome others. | 
There are alſo other Words whoſe Syllables are ſometimes 
contracted, ſometimes not; as Bower, Heaven, Prayer, Nigher, 
Towards, and many more of the like Nature : But they gene- 
rally ought to be us'd but as one Syllable ; and then they 
ſuffer an Elifion of the Vowel that precedes their final Con- 
ſonant, and ought to be written thus, Pow'r, Heaw'n, Pray'r, 
Nieb'r, Toro db. 
he Termination SM is alwavs us d but as one 8 n 
. 


Cowl. 


Cowl. 
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Where griſly Schiſm and raging Strife appear. Col. 
And 12 I fend * 4 Jae. Dryd. 

And indeed, conſidering that it has but one Vowel, it ma 
ſeem abſurd to aſſert that it ought to be reckon'd two Syl- 
—4 ; yet in my opinion Verſes ſeem to have a Syl- 

able more than their due Meaſure, and would run better if 
we took one from them; as, | 
Where griſly Schiſm, raging Strife appear, 
I Rheumatiſms ſend to rack the Foints. 

Yet this Opinion being contrary to the conſtant Practice 
of our Poets, I ſhall not preſume to advance it as a Rule for 
others to follow, but leave it to be decided by ſuch as are 
better Judges of poetical Numbers. 

The like may be ſaid of the Terminations ASM and OSM. 


et. ä —_— 
— 


SKC Tr. V., 
Of the Elifions That are allow'd in our Verfification. 


UR Verſes conſiſting only of a certain Number of Syl- 
lables, nothing can be of more Eaſe, or greater Uſe 
to Poets, than the retaining or cutting off a Syllable from a 
Verſe, according as the Meaſure of it requires; and there- 
fore it is requiſite'to-treat of the Elifions that are allowable 
in our Pactry, ſome of which have been already taken no- 

tice of in the preceding Section. ' 

By Elifion, I mean the cutting. of one or more Letters 
from a Word, whereby two Syllables.come to be contracted 
into one ; or the taking away an entire Syllable. Now when 
in a Word of more than two Syllables, which is accented on 
the laſt ſave two, the Liquid R happens to be between two 
Vowels, that which precedes the Liquid admits of an Eliſion. 
Of this Nature are many Words in ANCE, ENCE, ENT, 
ER, OUS, and RY; as Temperance, Preference, Different, 
Flatterer, Amorous, Vito y: Which are Words of three Syl- 
lables and often us'd as ſuch in Verſe ; but they may be alſo 
contracted into two by cutting off the Vowel that precedes 
the Liquid, as Temp'rance, Pręf rence, Diff rent, Flatt'rer, 
An'rous, Vid ry. The like Eliſion is ſometimes us'd when 
any of the other Liquids L, M or N, happen to be between 
two Vowels in Words accented like the former; as Fabulous, 
Enemy, Mariner, which may be contracted Fab lous, En'my, 
Mar'ner. But this is not ſo frequent. | 

: | Obſerve, 
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Obſerve, that I ſaid accented on the laſt ſave two ; for if 
the Word be accented on the laſt ſave one, that is to ſay, on 
the Vowel that precedes the Liquid, that Vowel may not be 
cut of, And — it is a Fault to make, for Example, 
Sonorous two Syllables, as in this Verſe; 


With Son'rous Metals wak'd the drowſy Day. Blac, 
Which always ought to be three, as in this; | 
Senorous Metals blowing martial Saungs. Milt. 


In like manner, whenever the Letter 8 happens to be be- 
tween two Vowels in Words of three Syllables, accented on 
the firſt, one of the Vowels may be cut off; as, Pris ner, 
Bus'neſs, &c. — 

Or the Letter C when tis ſounded like 8; that is to ſay, 
whenever it precedes the Vowel E or I; as Med cine, 
Medicine. 

Or V Canſonant ; as Cov'nant, for Covenant. 

To theſe may be added the Gerunds of all Verbs whoſe 
Infinitives end in any of the Liquids, preceded by a Vowel or 
Diphthong, and that are accented on the laſt ſave one: For 
the Gerunds being form'd by adding the Syllable ING to 
the Infinitive, the Liquid that was their final Letter comes 
thereby to be between two Vowels ; and the Accent that 
was on the laſt ſave one of the Inſinitive, comes to be on the 
laſt ſave two of the Gerund: And therefore the Vowel or 
Diphthong that precedes the Liquid, may be cut off ; by 
means. whereof the Gerund of three Syllables-comes to be 
but of two; as from Travel, Travelling, or Trav' ling; from 
Endeavour, Endeawouring, or Endeav'ring, &c. 

But if the Accent be on the laſt Syllable of ſuch a Verb, its 
Gerund will not ſuffer ſuch an Elifion : Thus the Gerund of 
Devour, muſt always be three Syllables, Devouring, not 
Dew'ring ; becauſe all Derivatives ſtill retain the Accent of 
their Primitives, that is, on the ſame Syllable: And the Ac- 
cent always obliges theSyllable on which it is to remain entire. 

The Gerunds of the Verbs in OW, accented on the laſt 
ſave two, ſuffer an Eliſion of the O that precedes the W; as 
FolPawing, Wall aving. 

The Particle 7: > 26M of an Elifion of its Vowel before 
Is, Was, Were, Will, Would ; as Tis, "Twas, *Twere, 'Twill, 

'Tavould, for It is, it was, &c. F 
[4 
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It likewiſe ſometimes ſuffers the like Elifion when plac'{ 
after a Word that ends in a Vowel; as By't for By it, Ds 
for Do it : Or that ends in a Conſonant after which the Let. 
ter T can be pronounc'd ; as Was't for Was it, 1n't for Init, P 
and the like : But this is not ſo frequent in heroic Verſe. 

The Particle I may loſe its 7 after any Word that ends in 
a Vowel, or in any of the Conſonants after which the Letter 
S may be ſounded; as e's for be is : The Air's for the Ai 
is, &c. 

To (Sign of the Infinitive Mood) may loſe its O before any 
Verb that begins with a Vowel; as *amaze, "undo, &c. 

To (Sign of the Dative Caſe) may likewiſe loſe its O before 
any Noun that begins with a Vowel ; as Air, every, &c. 
But this Eliſion is not fo allowable as the former. 

Are may loſe its A after the Pronouns Perſonal, We, You, 
They; as We re, You're, They're: And thus it is that this Eliſion 
ought to be made, and not, as ſome do, by cutting off the 
final Vowels of the Pronouns Perſonal, are, T' are, Th are. 

Will and Would may loſe all their firſt Letters, and retain 
only their final one, after any of the Pronouns Perſonal ; as 
T for I will, He'd for He would ; or after Who, who'll tot 
who will, who'd for who would. 

Have may loſe its two firſt Letters after I, You, We, T hey; 
as Poe, You've, Neve, They ve. 

Not, its two firſt Letters after Can; as Can't for Can not. 

Am, its A after J; Pm for 1 am. 

Us, its U after Let; Let's for Let us. 

Taken, its K, Ta'en: For ſo it ought to be written, not 
ta ne. 

Heaven, Seven, Even, Eleven, and the Participles Driven, 
Given, Thriven, and their Compounds, may loſe their lai 
Vowel ; as Heawv'n, Forgiv'n, &c. See the foregoing Section, i 

13. 
F To theſe may be added Bow'r, Pow'r, Flos vr, Tow'r, 
Show'r, for Bower, Tower, &c. 

Newer, Euer, Over, may loſe their “, and are contracted 
thus, Ne'er, E'er, O'er. 

Some Words admit of an Elifion of their firſt Syllable ; as 
"Tween, 'T wixt, ) Mong, ' Mong ft, 'Gainſt, * Bowe, Cauſe, Fort, 
for Between, Betwixt, Among, Amongſt, Againſt, Above, Be- 
cauſe, Before. And ſome others, that may be obſerv'd in 
reading our Poets. | 

I have already, inthe 3d Section of this Chapter, ſpoken of 
the Eliſion of the E of the Particle The before Vowels: But it 
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| i; requiſite likewiſe to take Notice, that it ſometimes loſes its 


Mb expoſe to Scorn and Hate both them and it, Cowl. 


lac' Vowel before a Word that begins with a Conſonant, and then 
Dei its two remaining Letters are join d to the preceding Word; 
Let. as Toth'Wall for To the M all; By th Wall for By theWall, &c. 
In ii But this is ſcarce allowable in Heroick Poetry. 
ſe. | The Particles Ir, Of, and On, ſometimes loſe their Con- 
ds in ſonants, and are join'd to the Particle The in like manner; 
ettetſ as 7th, o'th', for in the, of the. 
Air In ſome of our Poets we ſind the Pronoun His loſes its two 
firſt Letters after any Word that ends in a Vowel ; as 76˙7, 
e an by's, &c. for to his, b, bis, &c. Or after many Words that 
ö end in a Conſonant, after which the letter 8 can be pro- 
eforef nounc'd ; as i»'s, for's, for in his, for his, &c. This is fre- 
Ke. quent in Couley, who often takes too great Liberty in his 
Contractions, as your, for /o your, which, for to which, and 
Youth many others; in which we muſt be cautious in following his 
iſion Example: But the contracting of the pronoun His in the 
F the Manner I mention'd, is not wholly to be condemn'd. 
are. We ſometimes find the Word s contracted before Words 
n that begin with a Vowel ; as, | 
/ for 


And the Propofition By in like manner ; as, 


B* unequal Fate and Providence s Crime. Dryd. 
Well did he know how Palms b'Opprofſion ſpeed. Cowl. 


And the Pronouns Perſonal, He, She, They, Le; as, 
Timely b'obeys her wiſe Advice, and flraight n 
To unit Farce ſb oppoſes juſt Deceit. Cowl. 
Themſelwes at firfl againſt themſelves th'excite. Cowl. 
Shame and Wae to us; if w'our Wealth obey. _ Cowl, 


But theſe and the kke Contractions are very rare in our 
moſt correct Poets, and indeed ought wholly to be avoided : 
For 'tis a general Rule, that no Vowel can be cut off before 
another, when it cannot be funk in the Pronunciation of it: 
And therefore we ought to take care never to place a Word 
that begins with a Vowel, after a Word that ends in one, 
(mute E only excepted) unleſs the final Vowel of the former 
can be loſt in its Pronunciation: For, to leave two Vowels 
opening on each ather, cauſes a very difagreeable Hiatus. 
Whenever therefore a Vowel _— Word, the next * to 
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begin with a Conſonant, or what is equivalent to it; as our 
W, and H Afpirate, plainly are. 


For which Reaſon 'tis a Fault in ſome of our Poets to cut 
off the e of the Particle The; for Example, before a Word 
that begins by an H Aſpirate; as, 


And th'hafly Troops march'd loud and chearful down. Cowl, 


But if the H Aſpirate be follow'd by another E, Wat of 
the Particle The may be cut off; as, 


Th' Heroick Prince's Courage or his Love. Wall, 
7 Heſperian Fruit, and made the Dragon ſleep. Wall, 


_— 
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. 
Of Rhyme. 


SSCT. I. 
What Rhyme is, and the ſeveral Sorts of it. 


HYME is a Likeneſs or Uniformity of Sound in the 

Terminations of two Words: I ſay of Sound, not off 
Letters; for the Office of Rhyme being to content and pleaſe 
the Ear, and not the Eye, the Sound only is to be regarded, 
not the Writing: Thus Maid and Perſuade, Laugh and Quap, 
though they differ in Writing, rhyme very well: But Plough 
and Cough, tho' their Terminations are written alike, rhyme 
not at all. 

In our Verſification we may obſerve three ſeveral Sorts of 
Rhyme ; Single, Double, and Treble. 

The ſingle Rhyme is of two Sorts: One of the Words 
that are accented on the laſt Syllable: Another, of thoſe that 
have their Accent on the laſt ſave two. 

The Words accented on the laſt Syllable, if they end in a 
Conſonant, or mute E, oblige the — to begin at the 
Vowel that precedes their laſt Conſonant, and to continue to 
the End of the Word: In a Conſonant; as, 


Here might be ſeen, that Beauty, Wealth and Wit 
And Proweſ, to the Pow'r of Love ſubmit. . 
5 
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In mute E as, 


to cut A Spark of Virtue, by the deepeſt Shade 
Word Of vw Zune is fairer made. Wall. 


But if a Diphthong precede the laſt Conſonant, the Rhyme 
uſt begin at that Vowel of it whoſe Sound moſt prevails; 


45, 


Next to the Pow'r of making 7 empeſt ceaſe, 
Was in that Storm to have fo calm a Peace. Wall. 


If the Words accented on the laſt Syllable end in any of 
heVowels, except mute E, or in a Diphthong, the Rhyme is 
made only to that Vowel or Diphthong. To the Vowel; 
7 8 N 

' So aving'd with Praiſe we penetrate the Shy, 

Teach Clouds and Stars to praiſe him as we fy, Wall, 


ore To the Diphthong ; as, 


So hungry Wolves, the greedy of their P | 
t. Step wwhen they find a Lion in the Way. N Wall. 


in the The other ſort of ſingle Rhyme is of the Words that have 
not of their Accent on the laſt Syllable ſave two. And theſe rhyme 
pleaſe iſto the other in the ſame Manner as the former ; that is to 
rded, ay, if they end in any of the Vowels, except mute E, the 
2uaf, Rhyme is made only to that Vowel; as, 


Plough 
hyme So ſeems to ſpeak the youthful Deity ; 

7 Voice, Colour, Hair, and all like Mercury. Wall. 
Its of — | 


But if they end in a Conſonant or mute E, the Rhyme 
Vords maſt begim at the Vowel that precedes that Conſonant, and 
e that ¶ continue to the End of the Word; as has been ſhewn by the 
former Examples. * Lats 
d in a But we muſt take Notice, that all the Words that are ac- 
at the WI <ented on the laſt ſave two, will rhyme not only to one 
aue to another, but alſo to all the Words whoſe Terminations have 
the ſame Sound, tho' they are accented on the laſt Syllable. 
Thus Tendernefs rhymes not only to Poete/i, Wretchedne/i, and 
the like, that are accented on the laſt ſave two, but alſo to 
Dre. Confeſe, Exceſi, & c. that aro novuneed on the laſt; as, 
"% 2 


how 
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. Thou art my Father now theſe Words canfeſt 
That Name and that indulgent Tenderneſs Dryd. 
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Of Double and Treble Rhyme. 


LL Words that are accented on the laſt ſave one, re- 

quire Rhyme to begin at the Vowel of that Syllable, 

and to continue to the End of the Word ; and this 1s what 
we call double Rhyme ; as, 


Then all for Women, Painting, Rhyming, Drinking, 
Beſides ten thouſand Freaks that ay d in Thinking. Dryd, 


But it is convenient to take Notice, that the ancient Poets 
did not always obſerve this Rule, and took Care only that 
the laſt Syllables of the Words ſhoyld be alike in Sound 
without any as on to the Seat of the Accent. 'Thus Nation 


and Affection, { enderneſs and Hapleſs, Villany and. Gentry, ] 
Follew and Willow, and the like, were allow'd as Rhymes to 8 
each other, in the Days of Chaucer, Spencer, and the reſt of C 
the Ancients; but this is now become a Fault in our Verſifca- b 
tion; and theſe two Verſes of Corley rbyme not at all 0 
A clear and lively Brown WAS Merab Dye; 
Such as the proudeft Colours might ej] ]ͥ́ 
Nor theſe of Dryden, . | 
F Air was wail of Light, and, Earth e te 
And Waters dark Axl. e F 
w 


_ Becauſe we may not place an Actient on the lan Sylabie on 
of Evy, nor on the laſt ſave one of znzavigable ; which ne- ti 
vertheleſs we muſt be oblig'd to do, if we — the hy ſt of * 
them rhyme to Dye, the laſt to Vafable. | 
But we may obſerve, that in Burleſque Poetry. i it is per- *: 
ug to place an Accent enn a Sy" ue yy bas i 


beer e * 1 A 
5 in J 8 
When Pulpit So Bale, 12 TIC 


Was beat with I, het Pets. | x" 8 mc 
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Where, unleſs we pronounce the Particle A with a ſtrong 
Accent upon it, pe make it found like the Vowel à in the 
laſt Syllable but one of Eccle/raftick, the Verſe will loſe all 
its Beauty and Rhyme. But this is allowable in Burleſque 
Poetry only. 

Obſerve that-theſe double Rhymes may be compos'd of 
two ſeveral Words, provided the Accent be on the laſt Syl- 
4 of the firſt of them; as theſe Verſes of Convey, ſpeaking 
of Gold ; | 


A Curſe on him who did refine it, 
A Curſe on him who finſt did coin it. 


Or ſome of the Verſes may end in an entire Word, and 
the Rhyme to it be compos'd of ſeveral; as, 


Tho flor'd with Deletery Med" cines, 
Which whoſoever took is dead ſince. , Hud. 


The Treble Rhyme is, when in Words accented on the 
laſt ſave two, we begin the Rhyme at the Vowel of that 
Syllable, and continue it to the End of the Word: Thus 
Charity and Parity, Tenderneſs and Slendernefs, &c. are Tre- 
ble Rhymes: and theſe too, as well as the Double, may be 
compos'd of ſeveral Words ; as, 


There was an ancient ſage Phil:fopher, - 
That had read Alexander Roſs over. 


The Treble Rhyme is very ſeldom us'd, and ought wholly 
to be exploded from ſerious Subjects; for it has a certain 
Flatneſs unworthy the Gravity requir'd in Heroick Verſe. In 
which Dryden was of Opinion, that even the DoubleRhymes 
oughtwery cautiouſly to find Place; and in all his Tranſla- 
tions of Virgil he has made uſe of none, except only in ſuch 
Words as admit of a Contraction, and therefore cannot pro- 
perly be ſaid to be Double Rhymes; as Giw'n, Driv'n, Tow'r, 
Peso 'r, and the like. And indeed, conſidering their Meaſure 
is different from that of an Heroick Verſe, which conſiſts 
but of ten Syllables, they ought not to be too frequently us'd 
in Heroick Poems; but they are very graceful in the Ly- 
rick, to which, as well as to the Burlefgue, thoſe Rhymes 
more properly belong. 
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| OE CT. HL 
Farther Inſtructious concerning Rhyme. 


HE Conſonants that precede the Vowels where the 

Rhyme begins, muſt be different in Sound, and not- 
the ſame; for then the Rhyme will be too perfect ; as Light, 
Delight ; Vice, Advice, and the like; for tho' ſuch Rhymes 
were allowable in the Days -of Spencer, and the other old 
Poets. tl ey are not ſo now, nor can there be any Muſick in 
one ſingle Note. Convley himſelf owns, that they ought not 
to be allow'd except in Pindarick Odes, which is a Sort of 
free Poetry, and there too, very ſparingly, and not without 
a Third Rhyme to anſwer to both ; as, 


In barren Age æcild and inglorious bye, 
And boaſt of paſt Fertility, 
The poor Rehief of preſent Poverty. Cowl. 


Where the Words Fertility and Poverty rhyme very well 
to the laſt Word of the firſt Verſe, Lye ; but cannot rhyme 
to each other, becauſe the Conſonants that precede the lak 
Vowels are the ſame, both in Writing and Sound. 

But this is yet leſs allowable, if the Accent be on the laſt 
Syllable of the Rhyme; as, 


Her Language melts Omnipotence, arrefls 
His Hand, and thence the vengeful Light ning wreſts. Blac. 


From hence it follows, that a Word cannot rhyme to its 
ſelf tho' the Signification be different; as, He leaves, to thr 
Leaves, &c. 

Nor the Words that differ both in Writing and Senſe, if 
they have the ſame Sound, as Maid and made, Prey and pray, 


to bow and à Bough; as, 


Hoa gaudy Fate may be in Preſents lent, 
And creep inſenſible by Toueh or Scent. Oldh. 


Nor a Compound to its Simple; as Move to Remove, Taught 
to Untaught, &c. 

Nor the Compounds of the fame Words to one another, 
as Diſprove to Approve, and the like. All which proceeds from 
what 1 ſaid before, viz. That the Conſonants that precede 


the Vowels where the Rhyme begins, muſt not be the ſame 
in 


Word of the Firſt; as, 


Encrisn VERSE. ." 


in Sound, but different. In all which we vary from our 
Neighbours ; for neither the French, Italians, nor Spaniards, 
will allow, that a Rhyme can be too perfect: And we meet 
with frequent Examples in their Poetry, where not only 
the Compounds rhyme to their Simples, and to themſelves ; 
but even where Words written and pronounc'd exactly aliks, 
provided they have a different Signification, are made uſe of 
as Rhymes to another: But this is not permitted in our 
Poetry. 

We muſt take care not to place a Word at the Middle of a 
Verſe that rhymes to the laſt Word of it; as, 


So young in ſhow, as if he flill ſhould grow; 


But this Fault is ſtill more inexcuſable, if the Second Verſe 
rhyme to the Middle and End of the firſt ; as, 


Knowledge he only ſought, and fo ſoon caught, 


As if fer him Knowledge had rather fought. Cowl, 
Her Paſſion ſways, but there the Muſe ſhall raiſe 
Eternal Monuments of louder Praiſe. Wall, 


Or both the Middle and End of the Second to the laſt 


Farewell, fe cry'd, my Siſter, thou dear Part, 
Thou fweeteff Part of my divided Heart. Dryd. 


Where the Tenderneſs of Expreſſion will not atone for 
the Jingle. 


Lad - <a 


CHAF OE 
Of the ſeveral Sorts. of Poems, or Compoſition in 
: Ver ſe. | 


Afi our Poems may be divided into two Sorts ; the 
Firſt are thoſe compos'd in Couplets ; the Second, thoſe 
that are compos'd in Stanzas, conſiſting of ſeveral Verſes. 
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8 ECT. 1. 
Of the Poems composd in Couplets. 


N the Poems compos'd in Couplets, the Rhymes follow 
& one another, and end at each Couplet ; that is to ſay, the 
2d Verſe rhymes to the 1ſt, the 4th to the 3d, the 6th to 
the 5th, and in like manner to the End of the Poem, 


he Verſes employ'd in this Sort of Poems, are either 
Verſes of 10 Syllables ; as, 


Oh |! could 1 flow like thee, and make thy Stream 

My great Example, as it is my Theme ; 

T dark yet clear; the gentle, yet not dull; 

Strong without Rage; without o'erfloxwing full, Denh. 


Or of 8; as, 


O faireſt Piece of well-form'd Earth, 
Why-urge you thus your haughty Birth ? 
The Pow'r, which you have o er us, lies 
Net in your Race, but in your Eyes. 

Smile but on me, and you ſhall ſcorn 

Henceforth to be of Princes born : 

I can deſeribe the ſhady Grove, 

I hers your tev'd Mother flept with Jove; 

And yet excuſe the faultleſs Dame, 

Caught with her Spouſe's Shape and Name : 

Thy matchleſs Form will Credit bring 

To all the Wonders I all ſing. Wall. 


Or of 7; as, 


Phillis, avby ſbou/d wwe delay 
Pleaſures ſhorter than the Day? 
Could abe, which we never can, 
Stretch our Lives beyond their Span, 
Beauty like a Shadow flies, 

And our Youth before us dies. 

Or would Youth and Beauty ſtay, 
Lowe has Wings, and will away. 
Love bas fwifter Wings than Time. 
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But the ſecond Verſe of the Couplet does not always con- 
tain a like Number of Syllables with the Firſt; as, 


What ſball I de to be for ever known, 
And make the Age to come my oa 
1 fall like Beaſts and common People die, 


„ | Unleſs you write my Elegy. 
4 Jo 5 | 
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Of the Poems compos'd in Stanzas : And firſt of the 
Stanzas conſiſting of three, and of four Verſes. 


N the Poems compos'd of Stanzas, each Stanza contains 
a certain Number of Verſes, conſiſting for the molt part 
of a different Number of Syllables : And a Poem that con- 
fiſts of ſeveral Stanzas, we generally call an Ode; and this 1s 
Lyrick Poetry. 

But we muit not forget to obſerve, that our ancient Poets 

frequently made uſe of intermix*'d Rhyme in their Heroick 

Poems, which they diſpos'd into Stanzas and Cantos. Thus 
the Troilus and Crefſida of Chaucer is compos'd in Stanzas 
conliſting of 7 Verſes ; the Fairy- Queen of Spencer in Stanzas 
of g, Sc. And this they took from the /ta/ians, whole 
Heroick Poems generally conſiſt in Stanzas of 8. But this 
is now wholly laid afide, and Dawenant, who compos'd his 
Gondibert in Stanzas of 4 Verſes in alternate Rhyme, was 
the laſt that follow'd their Example of intermingling Rhymes 
in Heroick Poetry. | L 

The Stanzas employ'd in our Poetry, cannot conſiſt of lefs 
than three, and are ſeldom of more than 12 Verles, except 
in Pindarick Odes, where the Stanzas are different from one 
another in Number of Verſes, as ſhall be ſnewn. 

But to treat of all the different Stanzas that are employ'd 
or may be admitted in our Poetry, would be a Labour no 
leſs tedious than uſeleſs; it being eaſy to demonſtrate, that 
they may be vary'd almoſt to an Infinity, that would be dif- 
ferent from one another, either in the Number of the Verſes 
of each Stanza, or in the Number of the Syllables of each 
Verſe ; or laſtly, in the various intermingling of the Rhyme. 
I ſhall therefore confine * to mention only ſuch as _ 

ks 5 mo 
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moſt frequently us'd by the beſt of our modern Poets, And 
firſt of the Stanzas conſiſting of three Verſes. 

In the Stanzas of three Verſes, or Triplets, the Verſes of, 
each Stanza rhymeto one another, and are either Heroick ; as, 


Nothing, thou elder Brother even to Shade J h 
Thou hadft a Being era theWorld was made. | 
And (well-fix'd) art alone of ending not afraid. Roch.) 

Or elſe they conſiſt of 8 Syllables; as theſe of Waller, 

Of a fair Lady playing with a Snake. 


Strange that ſuch Horror and ſuch Grace 
Should davell together in one Place, 
A Fury's Arm, an Angel's Face. c 
Nor do the Verſes of theſe Stanzas always contain a like 
Number of Syllables ; for the Firſt and Third may have Ten, 
the ſecond but eight ; as, 


Men without Love have oft Jo cunning grown, 
That ſomething like it they have ſhown. 
But none who had it, ever ſeem'd t have none. 


Lowe's of a ſtrangely open, ſimple Kind, 
Cowl. \. 


Can no Arts or Diſguiſes find; 


But thinks none. fees it, cauſe it felf is blind, 


In the Stanzas of four Verſes, the Rhyme may be inter- 
mix'd in two different Manners ; for either the iſt and 3d: 
Verſe may rhyme. to each other, and by conſequence the 2d- 
and 4th, and this is call'd Alternate Rhyme ; or the 1ſt and- 
4th may rhyme, and by conſequence the 2d and 3d. 

But there are ſome Poems in Stanzas of four Verſes, where 
the Rhymes follow. one another, and the Verſes differ in 


Number of Syllables only; as in Caxw/ey's Hymn ta the Light, 
which begins thus, 


Firft-born of Chaes || who fo fair did come 
From the old Negro's darkfome Womb : 
Which, when it ſaw the lovely Child, 

T he. melancholy. Maſs put on kind Looks and ſmil d: 


But theſe Stanzas are generally in Alternate Rhyme, and 
the Verſes either conſilt. of 10 Syllables; as, - 
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She ne er ſaw Courts, but Courts could have undone 
With untaught Looks and an unprattis'd Heart. 
Her Nets the moſt prepar d could never un; 
Fer Nature ſpread them in the Scorn of Art. Day. 


35 


Or of 8; as, 


Had Echo ui ſo faveert a Grace, 
Narciſſus' loud Complaints return d: 
Not for Reflexion of his Face, 
But of his vice the Boy had burn d. Wall. 


Or of 10 and 8, that is to ſay, the iſt and. 3d of 10; 
the 2d and 4th of 8; as; 


Lowe from Time's Wings ay pi the Feathers ſure, 
He has, and put them to his own : 

For Hours of late as long as Days endure, 
And very Minutes Hours are grown. CowL 


Or of 8 and 6 in the like manner; as, 


Then aſk not Bodies doom'd to die, 
To what Abode they go : 
Since Knowledge is but | LEP Spy, 
'Tis better not ta know. Davy 


Or of 7; as, 
Not the Silber Doves that fh. 
Yoak'd in Cytherea's Car; 


Ner. the Wings that lift fo bigh,: 
Aud convey her Son fa far, 


Are fo love and fair, 
Ire fo lovely feveet 22 


Or do more ennoble 
Are ſo choicely match'd a Pair, 
Or awith more Conſent do move.” Wall. 
Note, That it is abſolutely n ; that both the Con- 


ſtruction and Senſe ſhould end with the Stanza, and not fall 
into the Be inning of the following one, as it does in the 
la — which is a Fault wholly to be- avoided. 
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u SEC T. IL 
Of the Stanzas of fix Verſes, 


HE Stanzas of ſix Verſes, are generally only one of 
the before-mention'd Quadrans or Stanzas of Four 
Verſes, with Two Verſes at the End, that rhyme to one 
another ; as, | 
A rural Fudge diſpos'd of Beauty's Prize, 

A fimple Shepherd <was preferr'd to Jove ; 
Down to the Mountains from the partial Skies, 

Came Juno, Pallas, and the Queen of Lowe, 
To plead for that which was ſo juſtly giv'n, 
To the bright Carliſle of the Courts of Heaw'n. 


_ Where the four firſt Verſes are only a Quadran, and con 
| fiſt of ten Syllables each in Alternate Rhyme. : 
| The following Stanza in like manner, is compos'd of a 
[| Quadran,whoſeVerſes confiſt of 8 Syllables ; and to which two 
| Verſes that rhyme to one another, are added to the End; as, 


Hope waits upon the flow'ry Prime, 
And Summer, tho" it be leſs gay, 

Yet is not look'd on as a Time 

4 Of Declination and Decay; 

For with a full Hand that does bring 


All that was promis d by the Spring. Wall. 
. Lines of the ſame Rhyme begin it; as, 


Here's to thee, Dick ; this whining Lowe deſpiſe; 

Pledge me, my Friend, and drink till thou be'ft wiſe. 

Þ It ſparkles brighter far than fht'; | - 
'Tis pure and right æuitbous Deceit; 


| Sometimes the Quadran ends the Stanza, and the two 
| 
| 


1 And ſuch no Woman cer can be; 
b No ; they are all fophifticate. | Cow). 
| ; Or as in theſe, where the firſt and laſt Verſes of the Stanza 


confiſt of ten Syllables ; 


| When Chance or cruel Bus'neſs parts us tao, 
 » Whit dio out Sobbls, I wonder, do ? | 


|  While'Sheop abes our dull Bodies tie, 
| Methinks at Hane they add not: ſtay, 
i Content with Dreams, but boldly fy 
| Abroad, and meet eachother half the Way, Cowl. 


Or 


ExnctisH VAST. 37 


Or as in the following Stanza, where the 4th and 5th. - 
Verſes rhyme to each other, and the 3d and 6th; 


While what I write J do not ſee, 

1 dare thus ew'n te you write Poetry, 

Ah ! fooliſh Muſe ! that deft fo high aſpire, 
And know'ft her Judgment <vell, 
How much it dbes thy Pow'r excel; 


Yet dar'fi be read by thy juſt Doom the Fire. Cowl. 
[Written in Juice of Lemon. 


But in ſome of theſe Stanzas the Rhymes follow one an- 
other ; as, 


Take heed, take heed, thou lovely Maid, 
Nor be by glitt ring Illi betray d: 
Thy jelf for Money! Ob! let no Man know 
The Price of Beauty fall'n fo low. 
What Dangers cught'fl thou not to dread, | 
When Love that's blind is by blind Fortune led? Cowl. 


Laſtly, ſome of thefe Stanzas are compos'd of 2 Triplets ; 
25, 


The Lightning which tall Oaks oppoſe in vain, 
To firike fometimes does not diſdain 
The bumble Furxes of the Plain. 
She being fo high, and J fo low, N 
Her Poaw®r by this does greater ſhow, 
Who at ſuch Diſtance gives ſo ſure a Blow. Cowl, 


* * A —_ th * * * 
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S EGT. N.. 
Of the Stanxas of eight Verſes. 


12 already ſaid, that the /7a/ians compoſe their Heroick 
Poems in Stanzas of 8 Verſes, where the Rhyme is diſ- 
pos'd as follows: The 1ſt, zd and gth Verſes rhyme to one 
another, and the 2d, 4th and 6th, the two, laſt always rhyme: 
to each other. Now our Tranſlators of their Heroick Poems 
have obſery'd the ſame Stanza and Diipoſition of Rhyme ; of 
which, take the following Example from Faigfam s Franſla- 
tion of 74s Geffredo, Cant, 1. Stan. 3. hes 
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Thither thou know'ft the World is beſt inclin d. 

Where luring Parnaſs moft his Beams imparts ;. 
And Truth, conwey'd in Verſe of gentleſt Kind, 

To read ſometimes will move the dullefi Hearks ; 
So we, if Children young diſ-as'd aue find, 

Ancint with Seveets the Veſſels foremoſt Parts, 
To make them taſte the Potions ſharp we give; 
They arink deceiv'd, and ſo deceiu d they live: 


But our Poets ſeldom employ this Stanza in Compoſitions 
of their own; where the following Stanzas of 8 Verſes are 


moſt frequent, 


Some others may with Safety tell 
The mod rate Flames which in them dwell  . 
And either find ſome Med cine there, 
Or cure themſelves ev'n by Neſpair : + 
My Lowe's ſo great, that it might prove 
Dang'rous to tell. ber- that» I love. 
So tender is my Wound it cannot bear 
Any Salute, ibo of the Kindel Air. Cowl, 


Where the Rhymes follow one another, and the 6 firſt Verſes 
conſiſt of 8 Syllables each, the two laſt of 10. 
We have another fort of Stanza of. 8 Verſes, where the 


4th rhymes to the 1ſt, the zd to the zd, and the 4 laſt are 


two Couplets; and where. the iſt, 4th, 6th and Sth, are. 
of 10 Syllables each, the 4 others but of 8; as, 


Te eften wifh'd to luwe: What Hall Fde?. 
Me fill the cruel Boy does ſpare; 
And 1 a double Taſk muſt bear, 
Firfl to woo him, and then a Miſtreſs too. 
Come at lafl, and firike for Shame, 
If thou art any Thing befides a Name ;_ 
TI think. thee elſe- no Gad to. be, 
But Poets rather Gods, who fit created ther. Cowl. 


Another, when the two firſt and two laſt Verſes conſiſt 
of 10 Syllables each, and rhyme to one another, the 4 other 
but of 8 in Alternate Rhyme; 


De you be abſent hence, I needs muft ſay, 
The Free a1 are, and Fin! as gay, 


ENTS Ar 


ns. 
TC. 
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Ai ever they avere wont ta be : 
Nay the Birds rural Muſick too 
1t-as melhodiour and — 
As if they fang to pleaſure you. 
I 2 Noſe- bud ope this Morn ; Til favear 
The bluſhing Morning open d not more fair. Cowt. 


Another, where the 4 firſt Verſes are two Couplets, the 
4 laſt in alternate Rhyme ; as in Cowley's Ode Of. a Lady 
that made Poſies for Rings. 


I litthe thought the Time: would ever be; 
That IJ. fhrould Wit in dwarfiſh Poſies ee, 
As all Words in few Letters live, 
Thou to few Words all Senſe deft give. 
Taba Nature taught you this rare Art, 
In ſuch a Little, Much to he; 
Who all the Good fhe did impart 
To Womankind, epitomix d in you. 


SB GL: Go 
Of the Stanzas of ten and of twelve Verſes. 


HE Stanzas of 10 and 1 2 Verſes are feldom employ d 
in our Poetry, it being very difficult to confine our- 
ſelves to a certain Diſpoſition of Rhyme, and Meaſure of 
Verſe, for ſo many Lines together ; for which Reaſon thoſe 
of 4, 6 and 8 Verſes are the moſt frequent. However we ſome 
times find ſome of 10 and 12; as in Cowley's Ode, which. 
he calls Verſes loft upon a Wager, where the Rhymes follow. 
one another; but the Verſes differ in Number of Syllables. 


As foon hereafter will I Nager, lay 
"Gainſt what an Oracle Gall ſay; 
Fool that I was to venture to deny 
A Tongue ſo us d to Victory; 
Tongue ſo bleſt by Nature and by Art, 
That never yet it ſpoke, but gain'd a Heart, 
Tho' what you ſaid had not been true, 
1f ſpoke by any elſe but you ; 
Your Speech will govern Deſtiny, 
4 Fate will change rather than you Gali he, . Cowl. 
The 
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The ſame Poet furniſhes us with an Example of a Stanza 
of 12 Verſes in the Ode he calls The Prophet, where the 


Rhymes are obſerv'd in the ſame Manner as in the former 
Examples, . 


Teach me to love ! Go teach thy ſelf Nit: 
1 chief Profefſor am of it. ; 
Teach Craft to Scots, and Thrift to Jews, 

Teach Boldneſs to the Steal. 

In Tyrants Courts teach ſupple Flattery, 
Teach Feſuits that have travel d far to lie, 
Teach Fire to burn, and Winds to blow, 

Teach refileſs Fountains how to flow, 
Teach the dull Earth fixt to abide, 

Teach Womankind Inconflancy and Pride. 

See if your Diligence there will uſeful prove ; 
But prithee teach not me to love. 
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ECT. VI. 


Of the Stanzas that conſiſt of an odd Number of 
Verſes. 


E have alſo Stanzas that conſiſt of odd Numbers of 
Verſes, as of 5, 7,9, and 11; in all which it of 
neceſſity follows, that three Verſes of the Stanza rhyme to 
one another, or that one of them be a blank Verſe, 
In the Stanzas of 5 Verſes the 1ſt and zd may rhyme, 
and the 2d and two laſt; as, 


Sees not my Love how Time reſumes 
The Beauty which he lent theſe Flaww'rs ? 
The” none ſhould tafle of their Perfumes, 
Yet they muſt live but ſome few Hours : 
Time what we forbear devours. Wall. 


Which is only a Stanza of 4 Verſes in alternate Rhyme, 
to which a 5th Verſe is added, that rhymes to the 2d and ath. 
Sce alſo an Inſtance of a Stanza of 5 Verſes, where the 
Rhymes are intermix'd in the ſame Manner as the former ; 
but the iſt and 3d Verſes are compos'd but of 4 Syllabies 
each. 
o, lovely Roſe, ay 
Teil her that waſtes her Time and m, 4 


th 


tl 
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\ 


5 ExNeLIsu VERS, 4 


he That now ſhe knows, 
er When I reſemble her to thee, 1 | 
How feet and fair ſhe ſeems to be. Wall. 


In the following Example the two firſt Verſes rhyme, and 
the three laſt. 


"Tis well, tis well with them, ſaid I, 
Whoſe ſhort-liv'd Paſſions with tbemſelves can die. 
For none can be unhappy, wwho 
Midſt all his Ils a Time does know, | 
To ne er fo long, «when he ſhall not be ſe. Cowl. 


In this Stanza the two firſt and the laſt, and the zd and 
4th rhyme to one another. 


1t is enough, enough of Time and Pain ) 
Haſt thou conſum d in wain ; 
| Leave, wretched Cowley, leawe, 
2 Thy felf with Shadows to deceive. | DES 
Think that already loft which thou muſt ner gain, Cowl. 


The Stanzas of 7 Verſes are frequent enough in ourPoetry, 
of eſpecially among the Antients, who compos'd many of their 
Poems in this ſort of Stanza ; ſee the Example of one of 
them taken from Spencer in The Ruins of Time, where the 
of W iſt and zd Verſes rhyme to one another, the 2d, 4th, and 
of W 5th, and the two laſt. | 
But Fame with golden Wings aloft daes fy 
Avve the Reach of ruinous Decay, 
my And with brave Plumes does beat the Azure Shy, 
Admir d of baſe-born Men from far away : 
Then wwhoſo vill with virtuous Deeds aſſay, 
To mount to Heaven, on Pegaſus muſt ride, 
And in feet Poets Verſe be glorify'd. 


I have rather choſen to take notice of this Stanza, becauſe 
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Now by my. Lowe, the greateſt Oath that is, 
None loves you half fa well as I ; 
J do not asd your Love fer this 

But for Heawv'ns ſake believe me or 1 dle. 


all, that Poet and Chaucer have made uſe of it in many ot theit 1 
ne, Poems, tho' they have not been follow'd in it by any of the i | 
th. Moderns, whoſe Stanzas of 7 Verſes are generally compos'd 
the as follows. 1 
er; Either the ſour firſt Verſes are a Quadran in alternate | 0 
les Rhyme, and the three laſt rhyme to one another ; as, | | 
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Ne Servant fare but did deſerve g 


Hi: Mafter Soul believe that he did ſerve ; 
And I'll ast no more Wages, the" I flarve. 


Or the four firſt are two Couplets, and the three laft a 
Triplet ; as, 
Indeed I muſt conf: 
When Souls = 712 Happineſs, 
But not compleat vill Bodies too combine, 
And cloſely as our Minds together join. 
But half of Heaw'n the Souls in Glory tafle, 
i by Lowe in Heav'n at laſt 
Their Bodies too are plac'd. 


Or, on the contrary, the three firſt may rhyme, and the four 
laſt be in Rhymes that follow one another; as, 


From Hate, Fear, Hope, Anger and Envy free, 
And all the Paſſions ae that be, 1 
In wain 1 4+ 4 of Liberty : 
In wain this State a Freedom call, 
Since I have Love; and Love is all, 
Sot that I am ! who think it fit to brag 
That 1 have no Diſeaſe be/ides the Plague. Cowl, 


Or the 1ſt may rhyme to the two laſt, the ad to the 5th, 
and the zd and 4th to one another; as, 


In vain thou drowſy God I thee invoke, 
For thou who de from Fumes ariſe, 
Thou who Man's Soul doſft owerfhade 
With a thick Cloud by Vapours made, 
Canſt have no Pow'r to Su his Eyes, 
Or Paſſage of his Spirits to choak, 
Whoſe Flame's ſo pure, that it ſends up no Smoak. Cowl. 


Or laſtly, the four firſt and two laſt may be in the follow- 
ing Rhyme, and the th a Blank Verſe; as, 


Thou robb'fl my Days of But nes and Delights, 
X Sleep thou robb'fl my Nights. 
Ab lovely Thief ! awhat wilt thou do? 
What, rob me of Heaw'n too ! 
Thou ev*n my Prayers doſt from me fleal, 
And I with wild 1dolatry 
Begin to God, and end them all. in thee. Cowl. 
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The Stanzas of q and of 11 Verſes are not fo frequent 
as thoſe of 5 and 7. Spencer has compos'd his Fairy Nusa 
in Stanzas of 9 Verſes, where the iſt rhymes to the zd, the 
2d to the 4th, 5th, and 7th, and the 6th to the two laſt: But 
this Stanza is very difficult to maintain, and the unlucky 
Choice of it reduc'd him often to the Neceſſity of makin 
uſe of many exploded Words: Nor has he, I think, been fol- 
low'd in it by any of the Moderns, whoſe 6 firſt Verſes of 
the Stanzas that conſiſt of , are generally in Rhymes that 
follow one another, and the three laſt a Triplet ; as, 


Beauty, Love's Scene and Maſquerade, 
So awell by well-plac'd Lights, and Diflance made; 
Falſe Coin! with which th Impoſlor cheats us flill, 
The Stamp and Colour good, but Metal ill : 
Which light or baſe we find, when we 
Weigh by Enjoyment, and examine thee. 
For tho" thy Being be but Show, 
'Tis chiefly Night which Men to thee allow, 
And chuſe Penjoy thee, when thou leaſt art thou. Cowl, 


In the following Example the like Rhyme is to be ob- 
ſery'd, but the Verſes differ in Meaſure from the former. 


Beneath this gloomy Shade, 
By Nature only for my Sorrows made, 
Pl] ſpend this Voice in Cries ; 
In ſears Pl waſte theſe Eyes, 
By Love fo wainly fed : 
So Zu of old the Deluge puniſhed. 
Ah wretched Youth! ſaid J; 
Ah wretched Youth I tavice did I ſadly cry; 
Ah wretched Youth! the Fields and Floods reply. Cowl. 


The Stanzas conſiſting of 11 Verſes are yet leſs frequent 
than, thoſe of 9, and have nothing particular to be-obſerv'd 
in them. Take an Example of one of them, where the 6 firit 
are 3 Couplers, the three next a Triplet, the two laſt a Cou- 
plet; and where the 4th, the 7th, and the laſt Verſes are of 
10 Syllables each, the others of 8. 


No, to what Purpoſe ſhould I ſpeak ? 
No, wretched Heart, cell till you break : 
She cannot lowe me if” ſhe would, 

And, to ſay Truth, 'twere Pity that ſhe ſhould. 
No, to the Grave thy Sorrows bear, 
5 filent as they will be there ; 


Since 
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Since that lou Hand this mortal Wound does give, 
So handſomely the Thing contrive, 
That ſhe may guiltleſs of it live: 
Soc periſh, that her killing thee 
May a Chance-Medley, and no Murder be, Cowl. 


44 


SECT. vn. 
Of Pindarick Odes, and Poems in Blank Verſe, 


HE Stanzas of Pindarick Odes are neither confin'd to 
a certain Number of Verſes, nor the Verſes to a cer- 
tain Number of Syllables, nor the Rhymes to a certain Diſ. 
tance. Some Stanzas contain 50 Verſes or more, others not 
above ro, and ſometimes not ſo many: Some Verſes 14, 
nay, 16Syllables, others not above 4: Sometimes the Rhymes 
follow one another for ſeveral Couplets together, ſometimes 
they are remov'd 6 Verſes from each other; and all this in 
the ſame Stanza. Cowley was the firſt who introduc'd this 
ſort of Poetry into our Language: Nor can the Nature of it 
be better deſcrib'd than as he himſelf has done it, in one of 
the Stanzas of his Ode upon Liberty, which I will tranſcribe, 
not as an Example, for none can properly be given where 
no Rule can be preſcrib'd, but to give an Idea of the Na- 
ture of this ſort of Poetry. | 


1f Life ſhould a well-order*d Poem be, 

In which he only hits the White, 

Who joins true Profit with the beſi Delight ; 
The more heroick Strain let others take, 

Mine the Pindarick Way Til male: 
The Matter fhall be grave, the Numbers looſe and free ; 
Tt ſhall not keep one ſettled Pace of Time, 

In the ſame Tune it ſhall not always chime, 

Nor Shall each Day juft to his Neighbour rhyme, 

A thouſand Liberties it ſhall diſpenſe, 

And yet ſhall manage all without Offence, 

Or to the Sqweetneſs of the Sound, or Greatneſs of the Sen/e, 
Nor hall it ever from one Subject flart, 

Nor jeek Tranſitions to depart ; 

Nor its ſet Way o'er Stiles and Bridges make, 

Nar thro' Lanes a Compaſs take, 


EN OLISH VERSE. 


As i it fear'd ſome Treſpaſs to commit, 
hen the <wide Air a Road for it. 
So the Imperial Eagle does not flay 
'Till the whole Carcaſs be devour, 
That's fall'n into bis Power, 
As if his gen r Hunger under/lood, 
That he can neuer «vant Plenty of Food; 
He only ſucks the taffeful Blood, 


And to freſh Game flies chearfully away, 
To Kites — meaner Birds he laaves the mangled Prey, 


This ſort of Poetry is employ'd in all manner of Subjects; 
in Pleaſant, in Grave, in Amorous, in Heroick, in Philoſo- 
phical, in Moral, and in Divine. 

Blank Verſe is where the Meaſure is exactly kept with- 
out Rhyme ; Sbadeſpear, to avoid the troubleſome Conſtraint 
of Rhyme, was the firſt who invented it; our Poets ſince 


him have made uſe of it in many of their Tragedies and 


Comedies: But- the moſt celebrated Poem in this Kind of 

Verſe is Milton's Paradiſe loft ; from the 5th Book of which 

£ have taken the following Lines for an Example of Blank 
erſe. 5 | ö 


The/e are thy gloriaus Works, Parent of Good ! 
Almighty ! thine this umverſal Frame, 
Thus wwond'rous fair; thy-felf how wondrous then ! 
Speak you, who beſt tar tell, ye Sons of Light, + 
Angels ! for you behold him, and with Songs, 
And Choral Symphanzes, Day without Night, 
Cirele: his Throne rejoicing, you in Header. 
On Farth, jein all ye Creatures, ta extol , 8 _ 
Him firſt, him laft, him miaſt, .and withoxt EU 
Fairejt of Stars, laft in the Train of Night 
IF better thou beleng rot to: the. Naw, 1) oO), 
Sure Pledge of Dare ehatieninin hot n Morn 
With the bright Circlet, praiſe him in thy Sphere, 
While Day ariſes, that feet Hour of Prime ! 
Thou Sun ! of this great World both Eye and Soul, 
Acknowledge him 15 Creator, found his Praiſe 
In thy eternal Courſe, both when thou climb'ſt, 
d when high Noon haſt gain d, and when thou fall g. 
von that now meet the Orient Sun, now fiy'ft 
With the fix'd Stars, fix'd in their Orb that flies, 
Aud ye fue other wand ring Fires | that move 


— —— —_ 


mY 


a 


B_ — 
” * 


- — i A Ar" ot * 
5 3 — "ay d 
— | 
—— y — — — — — - 
— — g 2 * 
— 
- 4 * - 


4 Rur xs for making &c. 


In Myſflick Dance, not without Song, reſound 

His Praiſe, who out of Darkneſs call'd up Light. 

Air] and ye Elements { the eldeſt Birth 

Of Nature's Womb, that in Duaternion run 
erpetual Circle multiform and mix 

And nouriſh all Things ; let your ctaſeleſs Change 

Vary to our great Maker flill new Praiſe. 

Ye Mis and Exhalations ! that now viſe 

From Hill or flanding Lake, duſty or gray, 

"Till the Sun paint your fleccy Shirts with Gold, 

In Honour to the World's great Author riſe ; 

Whether to deck with Clouds th'\uncolour'd Sky, 

Or wet the thirfly Earth with falling Show'rs, 

Riſing or falling, ill advance his Praiſe. 

His Praiſe, ye Winds ! that from four Quarters blow, 

Breathe fa T or loud; and wave your Tops, ye Pina ! 

With er Plant, in Sign of: Worſhip, wave. 

Fountains ! and ye that warble as you flow 

Melodious Murmurs, warbling tune his Praiſe. 

Jin Voices all ye living Souls, ye Birds ! 

That finging, up to Heav'ns high Gate aſcend, 

Bear on your Wings, and in your Notes his Praiſe. 

Ye that in Waters glide! and ye that walk 

The Earth and flately tread, or lowly creep ; 

Witneſs if I be filent, Een or Alorn, 

To Hill or Valley, Fountain, or freſh Shade, 

Made Vocal by my Song, and taught his Praiſe. 


Thus I have given a ſhort Account of all the Sorts of 
Poems that are moſt us'd in our Language. The Acroſticks, 
Anagrams, &c. deſerve not to be mention'd, and we may 
ſay of them what an ancient Poet ſaid long ago, 


Stultum ef difficiles habere 
Et ftultus labor eft — ; 
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Se paſitæ, quoniam ſuades miſcetis Odores, Vi rg. 
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The NAMES of the AUTHOR; 
that are cited by their Abbreviations in 


this Collection. 
R. Addiſon Add. 
Beaument and Fletcher 
| Beau, 
Bebn Behn. 
Sir Richard Blackmore Black. 1 
Brown Brown, 


Late D. of Backingham Buck. 
Chlavelard Cleav. 


Mr. Congreve Cong. 
Copley Cour, 
Creech e 
Sir William Dawvenant Daw. 
Sir John Denham Denh. 
Mr. Dennis Den. 
Late Earl of Derſet Dorx/. 

aden 7 11 Dryd. 

r. Due Duke 


Sir Sammel Garth 
Late Earl of Halifax Hal. 


Mr. Harwey Harv. 
Sir Robert Howard Hoav. 
Huadibras Hud.” 
Ben Johnſon Job. 
Sir Richard Lee - Lee, 


| Milton 


Gar. 


Mil. 
Marqueſs of Normanby, nor 
D. of Buckingham Norm. 


Oldham Ol. 
Mr. Pope 2 
Mr. Pope oft, 
| Mr. Prior Prior. 
Ratcelif Rat 


Late Earl of Rechefler Red: 
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COLLECTION 


OF THE 


Moſt Natural and Sublime Tnouonxs 
of the beſt ENGLISH Potts, | 


A. 


ABSENCE. See Parting. 


Mourn in Abſence, Love's eternal Night. Dr. Pal. £5 Arc. 
It was not kind, 
To leave me like a Turtle, here alone, 
To droop, and mourn the Abſence of my Mate. 
When thou art from me, ev'ry Place is detert, 
And I, methinks, am ſavage and forlorn. 
Thy Preſence only 'tis can make me bleſs'd, 
Heal my unquiet Mind, and tune my Soul. Orv, Orph, 
Love reckons Hours for Months, and Days for Years : 

And ev'ry little Abſence is an Age. Du. Ampbit, 
The tedious Hours move heavily away, | 
And cach long Minute * lazy Day. Otw. Cai. Mar. 

For 
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For thee the bubbling Springs appear'd to mourn, 

And whiſp'ring Pines Voie thy Return. Dryd. Virg, 
Night mult involve-the World till ſhe appear ; 

The Flow'rs in painted Meadows hang their Heads ; 

The Birds awake not to their Morning Songs, 

Nor early Hinds renew their conſtant Labour: 

Ev'n Nature ſeems to ſlumber till her Call, 


Regardleſs of th' Approach of any other Day. RoweUly/. 


inds murmur'd thro' the Leaves your ſhort Delay, 
And Fountains o'er their Pebbles chid your Stay : 
But, with your Preſence chear'd, they ceaſe to mourn! (Inn. 
And Walks wear freſher Green at your Return. Dryd. State of 
The Joys of Meeting pay the Pangs of Abſence, 
Elſe who could bear it ? 


When thy lov'd Sight ſhall bleſs my Eyes again, 
Then will I own I ought not to complain, (Tam. 
Since that ſweet Hour is worth wholeYears of Pain. Row. 


I charge thee loiter not, but haſte to bleſs me; 
Think with what eager Hopes, what Rage, I burn; 
For ev'ry tedious Minute how I mourn ! 

Think how I call thee cruel for thy Stay, (Uh. 
And break my Heart with Grief for thy unkind Delay! Row, 
Fly ſwift, ye Hours, you meaſure Time for me in vain, 

Till you bring back Leonidas again: 
Be ſwifter now; and, to redeem that Wrong, 
When he and J are met, be twice as long. Dr. Mar. A-/a-mode. 
While in divine Pantbea's charming Eyes, 
I view the naked Boy that baſking lies, 
I grow a God | ſo bleſt, ſo bleſt am I, 
With ſacred Rapture, and immortal Joy 
But abſent if ſhe ſhines no more, 
And hides the Sun that I adore, 
Strait, like a Wretch * 5 
Sigh, laoguiſh in the Shade, and die. 
Oh! I were loſt in endleſs Night, 
zt Her bright Prefence brought not Light; 
Th 2 7 "ve, bleſt as before, 
ves cannot be more! Roch. 


x þ 
For Paſſ : | 
4 Fon by 255 Abſence does, Lore. Stet, 


5 ADVICE 
When Things go ill, ea 9 
2 » ch Fool fh 3 LY 4 
And mar fei, ein Efe. 
| All 
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All wretchedly deplore the preſent State, (& Clop. 
And that Advice ſeems beſt which comes too late. Sed! Aut. 

Take ſound Advice procecding from a Heart | 
Sincerely yours, and free from fraudful Art. Dr;a. Virg. 


AGEON. 
Ageon, when with Heav'n he ſtrove, 
Stood oppoſite in Arms to mighty Jove; 
Mov'd all his hundred Hands, provok'd the War, 
Defy'd the forky Lightning from afar ; 2 
At fifty Mouths his flaming Breath expires, 
And Flaſh for Flaſk returns, and Fires for Fires: 
In his right Hand 2s many Swords he wields, 
And takes the Thunder on as many Shields. Dryd. Vg. 
The Monſter Jian came: | 
Thro' wand'ring Skies enormous ſtalk'd along, 
Not he that ſhakes the ſolid Earth fo ſtrong : 
With Giant Pride at Fove's high Throne he Rands, : 
And brandiſh'd round him all his hundred Hands. Pope Hom. 
Briareus call'd in Heav'n, but mortal Men below 
By his terreſtrial Name Zgeon know. Dryd. Hom, 


AOLUS. See Winds. Storm. 
The God who does in Caves conſtrain the Winds, 
Can with a Breath their clam'rous Rage appeaſe, 
They fear his Whiſtle, and forſake the Seas. 
Yet once indulg'd, they ſweep the Main, 
Deaf to the Call, or hearing, hear in vain. 
They, bent on Miſchief, bare the Waves before, 
And, not content with Seas, inſult the Shore ; 
When Ocean, Air and Earth, at once engage, 
And rooted Foreſts fly before their Rage, 
At once the claſhing Clouds to Battle move, 
And Lightnings run acroſs the Fields above. 
In Times of Tempeſt they command alone, 
And he but ſits precarious on the Throne. Dryd. Owe, 
| Holus, to whom the King of Heav'n, 
The Power of Tempeſts and of Winds has giv'n ; 
Whoſe Force alone their Fury can reſtrain, ; 
And ſmooth the Waves, or ſwell the troubled Main. Dryd. Vir. 
His Pow'r to hollow Caverns is confin'd ; 
There let him rage the Jailor of the Wind ; 
With hoarſe Command his breathing Subjects call, . 
And boaſt and bluſter in his empty Hall. 0% Firs. 
F D 2 ZZ TNA, 
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A TN A, 


Mount tna thence we ſpy, 
Known by the ſmoaky Flames which cloud the Sky : 
By turns a pitchy Cloud ſhe rolls on high ; 
By turns hot Embers from her Entrails fly, 
And Flakes of Mounting Flames that lick the Sky. 
Oft from her Bowels maily Rocks are thrown, 
And, ſhiver'd by the Force, come piecemeal down : 
Oft liquid Lakes of burning Sulphur flow, 
Fed from the fiery Springs that boil below. 
Enceladus, they ſay, transfix'd by Powe, 
With blafted Wings came tumbling from above; 
And where he fell th'avenging Father drew 
This flaming Hill, and on lus Body threw : 
As often as he turns his weary Sides, | (Pirg. 
He ſhakes the ſolid Iſle, and Smoke the Heavens hides. Dryd, 
Here preſs'd Enceladus with mighty Loads, 
Vomits Revenge in Flames againſt the Gods: 
Thro #tna's — he impudently threats, 
And thund'ring Heaven with equal Thunder beats. Cr. Lucr. 
So Contraries on Ztna's Top conſpire, 
Here hoary Froſts, and by them — out Fire. 
A Peace ſecure the faithful Neighbours keep; 
Th' imbolden'd Snow next to the Flame does ſleep. Coul. 
As when the Force 
Of ſubterranean Wind tranſports a Hill, 
Torn from Pels:u:, or the — Side 
Of thund ring tna, whoſe com buſtible 
And fuel'd Entrails thence conceiving Fire, 
Sublim'd with min'ral Fury, aid the Winds, 
And leave a ſinged Bottom all involy'd 
With Stench and Smoke. | 


Milt, 
The Four AGES of the World. 


GOLDEN AGE. 


The Golden Age was firt, when Man, yet new, 

No Rule but uncorrupted Reaſon knew; 

And with a native Bent did Good purſue, 

Unforc'd by Puniſhment, unaw'd by Fear, 

His Words were fimple, and his Soul ſincere : 
Needleſs was written Law, where none oppreſs'd ; 
The Law of Man was written in his Breaſt, 


Seen 


2 


'd, 


wh, 


lil. 


No Court erected yet, nor Cauſe was heard; 

But all was ſafe. Gr Conſcience was their Guard. 
The Mountain Trees in diſtant Proſpect pleaſe, 

E'er yet the Pine deſcended to the Seas; 

E'er Sails were ſpread new Oceans to explore, 

And happy Mortals, unconcern'd for more, 
Confin'd their Wiſhes to their native Shore. 

No Walls were yet, nor Fence, nor Moat, nor Mound ; 
Nor Drum was heard, nor 'Trumpet's angry Sound ; 
Nor Swords were forg'd : But, void of Care and Crime, 
The ſoft Creation ſlept away their Time, 

The teeming Earth yet guiltleſs of the Plough, 

And unprovok'd, did fruitful Stcres allow. 

Content with Food which Nature freely bred, 

On Wildings and on Strawberries they fed ; 

Cornels and Bramble-berries gave the reſt, 

And falling Aeorns furniſh'd out a Feait, 

The Flow'rs unfown in Fields and Meadows reign'd, 
And Weſtern Winds immortal Spring maintain'd, 

In following Years the bearded Corn enſu'd 

From Earth unaſk'd, nor was that Earth renew'd, 
From Veins of Vallies [.1ilk and Nectar broke, 

And tioney ſweated thro' the Pores of Oak. 


SILVER AGE. 

But when good Saturn, baniſh'd from above, 
Was dtivn to Hell, the World was under ove : 
Succeeding Times a Silver Age behold, 

Excelling Braſs, but more excell'd by Gold: 
re Summer, Autumn, Winter, did appear, 

nd Spring was but a Seaſon of the Year. 

The Sun his annual Courſe, obliquely, made, 

Good Days contracted and enlarg'd the Bad. 

The Air with ſultry Heits began to glow ; 

The Wings of Winds were clog'd with Ice and Snow; 
And ſhiv'ring Mortals, into Houſes driv'n, 

Sought Shelter from th' Inclemency of Heav'n. 
Their Houſes then were Caves, or homely Sheds, 
With twining Oziers fenc'd, and \/ofs their Beds. 
Then Ploughs for Seed the fruittul Furrows broke, 
And Oxen labour'd firſt beneath the Yoke. 
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No ſuppliant Crowds before the judge appear'd, g , 
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BRAZEN AGE. 
To this came next in Courſe the Brazen Age; 
A warlike Offspring prompt to bloody Rage, 
Not impious yet. 


- AW wad 


'R-Q-N. 4G E. 
Hard Steel ſucceeded then, 
And ſtubborn as the Metal were the Men. 
Truth, Modeſty, and Shame, the World forſook ; 
Fraud, Avarice, and Force, their Places took: 
'T hen Sails were ſpread to ev'ry Wind that blew ; 
Raw were the Sailors, and the Depths were new. 
'{rees rudely hollow'd did the Waves ſuſtain, 
E'er Ships in Triumph plough'd the wat'ry Main. 
Then Land-marks limited to each his Right; ; 
For all before was common as the Light : 


Nor was the Ground alone requir'd to bear 
Her annual Income to the crooked Share : 4 
But greedy Mortals, rummaging her Store, ] 
Dig'd from her Entrails firſt the precious Ore ; 
(Which next to Hell the prudent Gods had laid) 


And that alluring Ill to Sight difplay'd : 
Thus curſed Ste, and — — Gold, 

Gave Miſchief Birth, and made that Miſchief bold; 

And double Death did wretched Man invade, 1 N 
By Steel aſſaulted, and by Gold betray d. 1 n 
Now brandiſh'd Weapons glitt'ring in their Hands, 
Mankind is broken looſe from mortal Bands. q 
No Rights of Hoſpitality remain; | 

The Gueſt, by him that harbour'd him, is ſlain : 
"The Son-in- Law purſues the Father's Life; 

The Wife her Huſband murders, he the Wife: : 
The Stex-dame Poiſon for the Son prepares; 

The Son, enquires into his Father's Years : 

Faith flies. and Piety in Exile mourns : 

And 7#/lice, here oppreſs'd, to Heav'n returns. D/. Ovid. 


SILVER AGE. | 
E'er this no Pea/ant vex'd the peaceful Ground, 
Which only Turfs and Greens for Altars found: 
No Fences parted Fields; nor Marks, nor Bounds 
Liſtinguiſh'd Acres of litigious Grounds: 


But 
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But all was common, and the fruitful Earth 

Was free to give her unexacted Birth. 

ewe added Venom to the Viper's Brood, 

And ſwell'd with raging Storms the peaceful Flood; 
Commiſſion'd hungry Wolves t'infeſt the Fold, 

And ſhook from oaken Leaves the liquid Gold : 
Remov'd from human Reach the chearful Fire, 
And from the Rivers bade the Wine retire ; 

That ftudious Need might uſeful Arts explore 

From furrow'd Fields to reap the foodful Store, 
And force the Veins of yrs een Flints t'expire 

The lurking Seeds of their celeſtial Fire. 

Then firſt on Seas the hollow'd Alder ſwam : 

Then Sailors quarter'd Heav'n, and found a Name 
For ev'ry fixt, and ev'ry wand'ring Star, 

The Pleiadt, Hyads, and the Northern Car. | 
Then Toils for Beaſts, and Lime for Birds were ur d, 
And deep-mouth'd Dogs did Foreſt-Walks ſurround ; 
And Caſting Nets were ſpread in hollow Brooks, 
Drags in the Deep, and Baits were hung on Hooks ; 
Then Saws were tooth'd, and ſounding Axes made, 
And various Arts in Order did — o Dryd. Virg. 


Future GOLDEN AGE, 

Unbidden Earth ſhall wreathing Ivy bring, 
And fragrant Herbs, the Promiſes of Spring : 
The Goats with ſtruttiag Duggs ſhall homeward ſpeed, 
And lowing Herds ſecure from Lions feed. 
The Serpent's Brood ſhall die: the ſacred Ground 
Shall Weeds and pois' nous Plants refuſe to bear, 
Each common Buth ſhall Syrian Roſes wear: 
Unlabour'd Harveſts ſhall the Fields adorn, 
And cluſter'd Grapes ſhall bluſh on ev'ry Thorn. 
The knotted Oak ſhall Show'rs of Honey weep, 
And thro' the matted Graſs the liquid Gold ſhall creep. 
The I. Sailor ſhall the Seas — 
No Keel ſhall cut the Waves for foreign Ware, 
For ev'ry Soil ſhall ev'ry Product bear. 
The lab'ring Hind his Oxen ſhall disjoin, 
No Plough ſhall hurt the Glebe, no Pruning-hook the Vine, 
Nor Woot ſhall in diſſembled Colours ſhine : 
But the luxurious Father of the Fold, 
With native Purple, or unborrow'd Gold, 
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Beneath his pompous Fleece ſhall proudly ſweat, 
And under Hrian Robes the Lamb ſhall bleat. Pryd. Virg. 


; ALECT O. 

The Virgin Daughter of eternal Night : 
She ſtill delights in War and human Woes. 
Ev'n luto hates his Cen miſ-ſhapen Race, 
Her Siſter L 72s fiv her hideous Face, 
So frighttul are the orms the Monſter takes, 
So herce the Hiſſings of ner ſpeckled Snakes. 
is hers, to ruin Realms, -o'erturn a State, 
Betwixt the dearett Friends to raiſe Debate, 
And kindle Kindred blood to mutual Hate. 
Her Hand o'er Towns the fun'ral Torch diſplays, 
And forms a thouſand Ills ten thouſand Ways. 
She ſhakes from out her fruitful Breaſt the Seeds 
Of Envy, Diſcord, and of cruel Deeds : 
Confounds eſtabliſh'd Peace, and does prepare 
Their Souls to Hatred, and their Hands to War. DHd. Virg. 

The Fates infernal Miniſter! 

War, Death, Deſtruction, in her Hand ſhe bears; 
Her curling Snakes with Hiſſings fill the Place, 
And open all the Furies of her Face. 
Her Chains ſhe rattles, and her Whips ſhe ſhakes, 


Churning her bloody Foam, Dq d. Jing. 


ALPS. 

So pleas'd at firſt. the towv'rivng hn we try, 
Meant cer zue Vales, and ſeem to tread the Sky: 
In cruz! Shows appear already paſt, 

And the firſt Clowds and Mountains ſeem the laſt. 
But thoſe attain'd, we tremble to ſurvey 

Ihe growing Labours of the lengthen'd Way: 
Th' iucreaſing FroſpeRQ tices our wand'ring Eyes; 


His peep o'er Hills, and 44s on 4/ps arile. Pope. 


AMAZON. 

So march'd the Thracian Amazons of old, 
When 7 kermiudon with bloody Billows roul'd : 
Such Troops as theſe in ſhining Arms were ſeen, 
When 7 heſevs met in Fight their Maiden Queen, 
Such to the Field Penthefilea led, 

From the fierce Virgin when the Grecians fled : 
With ſuch return'd triumphant from the War ; 


Her Maids with Crics attend the lofty Car: 'T bey 
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They claſh with manly Force their moony Shields 

With Female Shouts reſound the Pian Fields. Dryd. Firg. 
Reſiſtleſs thro' the War Camilla rode. 

In Danger unappall'd, and pleas'd with Blood. 

One Side was bare for her exerted Breaſt, 

One Shoulder with her painted Quiver preſs'd. 

Now from afar her fatal Jav'lins play; 

Now with her Axe's Edge ſhe hews her Way. 

Diana's Arms upon her Shoulders ſound ; | 1 

And when too eloſely preſs'd, ſhe quits the Ground, ¶Virg. 

From her bent Bo ſhe ſends a backward Wound. Dryd. ) 
Penthefilea there, with haughty Grace, 

Leads to the War an Amazonian Race: 

In their right Hands a pointed Dart they wield ; 

Their left, for Ward, ſuſtains the lunar Shield. 

Athwart her Breaſt a golden Belt ſhe throws ; { 


— wv 


Amidit the Prefs, alone, provokes a thouſand Foes, (Virg. 
And dares her maiden Arms to manly Force oppoſe. Dryd. 
1he little Amazon could hardly go, 
He loads her with a Quiver and a Bow; 
And, that ſhe might her ſtaggering Steps command, 
He with a ſlender Jav'lin fills her Hand : 
Her flowing Hair no golden Fillets bound, 
Nor ſwept her trailiag Kobe the duſty Ground. 
Inſtead of theſe a Tiger's Hide o'erſpread 
Her Back and Shoulders, faſten'd to her Head. 
The flying Dart ſhe firſt attempts to fling, - 
And round her tender Tempies toſs'd the Sling. 
Then, as her Strength with Years increas'd began 
To pierce aloft in Air the ſoating Swan, 
And from the Clouds to fetch the Heron and the Crans. 
| | Dryd. I irg. 
AMBITION. See Greatneſs, |» 
ambition is a Luſt that's never quench'd, (Cai. Mar. 
, Grows more enflam'd, and madder by Enjoyment. O72. 
Ambition is at Diſtance 
A goodly Proſpect, tempting to the View: 
. The Height delights us, and the Mountam Top 
Looks beautiful, becauſe .'tis nigh to Heav'n ; 
But we ne'er think how ſandy's the Foundation, (Ven. Pref 
What Storms will batter, and what Tempeſts ſhake us! Om. 
At loweſt Ebb of Fortune, when you lay 
Contented, then how happy was the Day! 
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But oh! the Curſe of aiming to be great! 

Dazzled with Hope we cannot ſee the Cheat. 

When wild Ambition in the Heart we find, 

Farewe! Content, and Quiet of the Mind: 

For gict'ring Cloods we leave the ſolid Shore, 

And wouted Haprineis returns no more. Har, Juv, 
But wild Ambitton loves to flide, not ftand ; 

And Fortnne's Ice prefers to Virtue's Land. Dr. ALF. & Ach, 
Yet true Renown is fill with Virtue join'd, 

But Luft of Pow ' lets looſe the th*unbridled Mind. Dryd. Auren, 
Ambition! the Defre of active Souls, 

That puſhes them beyond the Bounds of Nature, 

And elevates the 1ero to the Gods, Row. Anb. Step. 
O Energy divine of great Ambition! 

That can inform the Souls of beardleſs Boys, 

And ripen em to Men in ſpite of Nature. Row. Amb. Step. 
Ambition is like Love, impatient 

Both of Delays and Rivals. Denb. Soph. 
Ambition never ſafe, till Pow'r be paſt : 

As Men, till impotent, are ſeldom chaſte. Sedl. Ant. & Cle. 
Ambition is the Dropſy of the Soul, & Cic:p. 

Whole Thirſt we muſt not yield to, but controul. Seal. Ant. 
If Glory was a Bait that Angels ſwallow'd, 

How then ſhould Souls, ally'd to Senſe, reſiſt it ? — Sec. 
ove. 

One World ſuffic'd not Alexander's Mind, 

Coop'd up, he ſeem'd, in Eaith and Seas confin'd: 

And, ſtruggling, ſtretch'd his reſtleſs Limbs about 

The narrow Globe to find a Paſſage out: 

Yet enter'd in the Brick-built Town, he try'd 

The Tomb, and found the ſtreight Dimenſions wide. 

Death only this myſterious Truth unfolds, 

The mighty Soul how ſmall a Body holds! Dryd. Jud. 

The Blaſt which his ambitious Spirit ſwell'd, 

See by how weak a Tenure it was held | Dryd. Aurer. 
Ambition's like a Circle on the Water 

Which never ceaſes to enlarge i:ſelf, 

Till by broad ſpreading, it diſperſe to nought. Shak. Hen. VI. 
For Kiugs oft loſe the Conqueſts gain'd before, 

By vain Ambition ſtill to make them more. Pope, 
Vaulting Ambition Kill o'erleaps itſelf. Shak, Macb, 


ANGEL. 
Then Gabriel 


Bodigs and clothes himlelf, with thicken'd Air, All 
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All like a comely Youth in Life's freſh Bloom, 

Rare Workmanſhip, and wrought by heav'nly Loom! 

He took for Skin a Cloud moſt foft and bright, 

That e'er the mid-day Sun pierc'd thro' with Light. 

Upon his Cheeks a lively Bluſh he ſpread, 

Waſh'd from the Morning Beauties deepeſt Red. 

A harmleſs flaming Meteor ſhone for Hair, 

And fell adown his Shoulders with looſe Care. 

He cut out a Silk Mantle from the Skies, 

Vhere the moſt ſprightly Azure pleaſe the Eyes : 

T his he with ftarry Vapours ſpangles, all 

Ta'en in their Prime, e'er they grow ripe and fall. 

Of a new Rainbow, e'er it fret or fade, 

The choiceſt Piece ta'en out, a Scarf is made. 

Small ſtreaming Clouds he does for Wings diſplay ; 

Nor virtuous Lovers ſigh more ſoſt than they: 

Theſe he gilds o'er with the Sun's richeſt Rays, 

Caught gliding o'er pure Streams, on which he plays. 
Thus dreſs'd he poſts away, 

And carries with him his own glorious Day, 

Thro' the thick Woods: The gloomy Shades awhile 

Put on freſh Looks, and wonder why they ſmile. 

The trembling Serpents cloſe and filent lie; 

The Birds obſcene far from his Paſlage fly. 

A ſadden Spring waits on him as he goes, 

Sudden as that by which Creation roſe. Cort, 
Down thither prone-in Flight, 

He ſpeeds, and thro' the vaſt ethereal Sky, 

Sails between Worlds and Worlds with ſteady Wings ; 

Now on the Polar Winds, then with quick Fan 

Winnows the buxom Air. 

Of beamy ſunny Rays a golden Tiar 

Circled his Head, nor leſs his Locks behind 

Illuſtrious on his Shoulders, fledg'd with Wings, 

Lay waving round. | 

Six Wings he wore to ſhade 

His Liniments divine: The Pair that clad 

Each Shoulder broad, came mantling o'er his Breaſt 

With regal Ornament ; the middle Fair 

Girt, like a ſtarry Zone, his Wale, and round 

Skirted his Loins and Thighs with downy Gold, 

And Colours dipt in Heaven : The third; his Feet 

Shadow'd from either Heel with feather'd Mail, 

Sky- tinctur d Grain, Like Maia's Son he ſtood, 


Milt. 


And 
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And ſhook his Plumes, that heav'nly Fragrance fill'd 
The Circuit wide. Milt. 


ANGER. See Rage. | 
Black Cboler fill'd his Breaſt, that boil'd with Ire, 

An. rh kiz#yecballs flaſh'd the living Fire. Pope Hom. 
-': troubled Looks reveal'd his inward Wound, 

And S yrms of Fury on his Forehead frown'd. 

Enormous Kage diſtended ev'ry Vein, 

And ail Hell's + uries o'er his Breaſt did reign. 

Swoln with Revenge, his Blooc-ſhot Eyes did glare, 

Like ruddy Meteors blazing in the Air. Blac. 
And Storms of 'Terror threaten'd in his Looks. Gar, 
He ſwells with Wrath, he makes outragcous Moan, (Arc. 

He frets, he fumes, he ſtares, he ſtamps the Ground, Dry. Pal. 
Rage flalh'd like Ligntning from his livid Eyes. Blac, 

Tal had long fupprels'd 
*Fnflamed Rage in glowing Breaſt ; 
Which now began to rage and burn as 
Implacably, as Flame in Furnace. 
He trembled and look'd pale with Tre, 
Like Aſhes firit, then red as Fire. 
At this the Knight grew high in Wroth, 
And lifting Hands and Eyes up both, 
Three Tames he ſmote on Stomach ſtout. Bud. 
With fiery Eyes, and with contracted Brows, 

He coin'd his Face in the ſevereſt Stamp, 

And Fury ſhook his Fabrick like an Earthquake, 

He heavy d for Vent, and burſt, like bellowing Etna, 

In Sounds ſcarce human. Dryd. All for Lowe. 
There is a fatal Fury in your Viſage; 

It blazes ficrce, and menaces Deſtruction. Row, Fair Pen. 
Oh! I burn inward ; my J lood's all o'fire ; 

Alcides, when the poiſon'd Shirt ſat cloſeſt, | 

Had but an Ague Fit to this my Fever. Dryd. Oc. 
Mad with her Anguiſh, impotent to bear 

The wighty Grief, ſhe loaths the vital Air; 

She rac: 2gainft the Gods, ſhe beats her Breaſt, 

And tears with both her Hands ber purple VeR. Dryd. rg. 

| Anger is like | 

A full-hot Horſe ; allow him but his Way, 2 2 

Self Mettle tires him, Shak. Hen. VIII. 


Anger, like Madneſs, 15 appeas'd by Reſt, How, Ind. uten. 
ANT. 
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Ant. Antiquary and Antiquity. Apollo. 6 


ANT. See Creation. 
Thus in Battalia march embodyed Ants, 
Feartul of Winter and of future Wants, 
("invade the Corn; and to their Cells convey 
The plunder'd Forage of their yellow Prey. 
The ſable Troops, along the narrow Tracts, 
Scarce bear the wetghty Burden on their Backs: 
Some ſet their Shoulders to the pond'rous Grain, 
Some guard the _ ſome laſh the lagging Train: | 
All ply their ſev'ral Taſks, andequal'Toil ſuſtain. Dyd. irg. 
The little Drudge does trot about and ſweat, 
Nor will he ſtrait devour all he can 
But in his temp'rate Mouth carries it home; 
A Stock for Winter, which he knows muſt come. Cowl. Hor. 


ANTIQUARY ard ANTIQUITY. 

It was a Queſtion whether he 

Or's Horſe were of a Family 

More Worſhipful ; till Antiquaries | 

{After they'd almoſt por'd out their Eyes) 

Did very learnedly decide 

The Bus'nefs on the Horſe's. Side; 

And prov'd not only Horſe, but Cows, 

Nay Pigs, were of the elder Houle : 

For Beaſts, when Man was but a Piece 48 

Of Earth himſelf, did th' Earth poſſeſs. Hud. 
"Tis not Antiquity, nor Author, 

That makes Truth Truth, altho' Time's Daughter. 

*T'was he that put her in the Pit, 

Before he pull'd her out of it. 

And as he eats his Sons, juſt fo 

He feeds upon his Daughters too. 

Nor does it follow, *cauſe a- Herald 

Can make a Gentleman, ſcarce a Year old, 

To be deſcended from a Race 

Of ancient Kings, in a ſmall Space: 


That we ſhould all Opinions hold 9 
Authentick, that we can make old. Hud. 
APOLLO. | 


Like fair Soll when he leaves the Froſt 
Of wint'ry Aantbus, and the Lycian Coaſt ; 
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Sweet Notes and heav'nly Nulabers 


62 Apollo, Apothecary and bis Shop. + 


When to his native Deli he reſorts, 
Ordains the Dances, and renews the Sports: 


Where painted Shin, mix'd with Cretan Bands, 


Before the joyful Altar join their Hands ; 
Himſelf, on Cyathus walking, ſees below 
The merry Madneſs of the ſacred Show, 
Green Wreaths of Bays his Length of Hair incloſe, 
A golden Fillet binds his awful Brows ; 
His- Quiver ſounds. Dryd. Virg, 
Me Claros, Delthos, Tenedos obey, 
heſe Hands the Paten Sceptre ſway ; 
he King of God: begot me: What ſhall be, 
Or is, or ever was in Fate I fee. 
Mine is th' Invention of the N Lyre, 
inſpire: 
Sure is my Bow, unerrir is my Dart: 
Med'cine is mine; what Herbs and Simples gro-, 
In Fields or Foreſts, all their Powers I know : 
And am the Great Phyfician call d below. Ded. Ovid. 8 
O Source of ſacred Light, 
God with the Silver Bow, and golden Hair; 
Whom Chry/a, Cilla, Tenedos obeys, | 
And whoſe broad Eye their happy Soil ſurveys! Dryd. Hom. 


APOTHECARY and his Shop. 
I do remember an Apothecary, 

In tatter'd Weeds, with overwhelming Brows, 

Culling of Simples: meagre were lus Looks, 

Sharp Miſery had worn him to the Bones; 

And in his needy Shop a Tortoiſe hung, 

An Alligator ſtuff'd, and other Skins 

Of ill-ihap'd Fiſhes, and about his Shelves 


A beggarly Account of empty Boxes, 


Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and muſty Seeds, 
Remnants of Packthread, and old Cakes of Roſes, R 
Were thinly ſcattered to make up a Show. Shak. Rom u.. 
His Shop the gazing V ulgar's Eyes employs 
With foreign Trinkets, and domeſtick Toys: 
Here Mummies lay, moſt reverendly ſtale, 
And there the Tortoiſe hung her Coat of Mail, 
Not far from ſome huge Shark's devouring Head, 
The flying Fiſh their finny Pinions ſpread ; 
Aloft in Rows large Poppy Heads were ſtrung, 
And near a ſcaly Alligator hung : 


irg. 


Apparition. Applauff. 6 5 
In this Place Drugs, in muſty Heaps, decay d; 
In that, dry'd Bladders and drawn Teeth are laid. Gar. 


& PABRLITAHDN. 

Behold from far a breaking Cloud appears, 
Which in it many winged Warriors bears : 
Their Glory ſhoots upon my aking Senſe: (State of Inn. 
Thou, ſtronger, may 'ſt endure the Flood of Light. Dryg. 

he broken Cloud pours out pure Floods of Light, 
Show'rz of celeRial Rays, tranſcendent bright, 
And Storms of Splendour, dazzling mortal Sight, 
Th' illuſtrious Tempeſt does on Hoe! beat, 
Vho falls aſtoniſn'd headlong from his Seat; 
Confounded with unſufferable Day, | 
Grov'ling in Glory on the ſhining Way, | 
And with bright Ruin overwhelm'd he lay. Blac 


APPLAUSE. See Popular. 
The Monarch ſpoke, and ſtrait a Murmur roſe, 

Loud as the Surges when the Tempeſt blows, 

That. daſh'd on broxen Rocks, tumultuous roar, 

And foam and thunder on the ſtony Shore. Pope Hom. 

His Army's juſt Applauſes riſe, 

And the loud Shout runs echoing thro' the Skies. Pope Hom. 
The Heav'ns around with Acclamations rung, 

And loud Applauſes of the ſhouting Ihrong. Bac, 
Shouts of Applauſe ran ringing thro' the Field. Dryd. Virg. 
Caps, Hands, and Tongues applaud it to the Skies, Shak. 

The ſhouting Cries ( Ham. 
Of the pleas'd People rend the vaulted Skies, 
The Fields around with /o Peans ring, 
And Peals of Shouts applaud the conqu'ring King. Dryd.Virg, 
Shouts from the fav'ring Multitude ariſe, 
Applauding Echo to the Shouts replies: Dry. Virg. 
Shouts, Wiſhes, and Applauſe run rattling thro” the Skies. 
The hollow Abyſs 

Heard far and wide, and all the Hoſt of Hell 

With deaf'ning Shout return them loud Acclaim, Mil, 
Such Murmur 611'd 4 

Th' Aſſembly, as when hollow Rocks retain 

The Sound of bluſt'ring Winds, which all Night long 

Had rowz'd the Sea, now with hoarſe Cadence lull, 

Seafaring Men 0'er- watch d; whoſe Bark by Chance 


Or 


64 Applanſe. Archer. 
| Or Pinnace anchors in a craggy Bay 

| After the Tempeſt: Such Applauſe was heard. Milt, 
1 Suck a Noiſe-arole 
As the Shrowds made at Sea in a ſtiff Tempeſt, W 
As loud, and to as many Tunes : Hats, Cloaks, pu 
Doublets, I think, flew up, and kad their Faces Tt 
Been looſe, this Day they had been loſt. Shak. Hen. VIII. NN. 
; As the Sound of Waters deep, Hi 
Hoarſe Murmur echo'd to his Words Applauſe. Milt. A1 
. | 
ARCHE R. See Arrow. Boa. — 
A flutt'ring Dove to the Maſt's Top they tie : A 


The living Mark at which their Arrows fly: 
The rival Archers in a Line advance; 

Then all with Vigour bend their truſty Bows, 
And from the Quwer each his Arrow choſe. 0 
ny yl was the firſt, with forceful Sway 

It flew, and whizzing, cut the liquid Way. 7 
Fix'd in the Maſt, the feather'd Weapon ſtands; 1 
The fearful- Pigeon flutters in her Bands, 7 
And the Tree trembled. B 
Then Mne/theus to the Head his Arrow drove, ( 8 


With lifted Eyes, and took his Aim above; 


But made a glancing Shot, and miſs'd the Dove: ] 
Yet miſs'd ſo narrow, that he cut the Cord, "1 
Which faſten'd by the Foot the flitting Bird, - 

The Captive thus releas'd, away the flies, 


And beats, with clapping Wings, the yielding Skies. 

His Bow already bent, Euryams ſtood ; | 
His winged Shaft with eager Haſte he ſped ; 
The fatal Meſlage reach'd her as ſhe fled : | 
She leaves her Life aloft, ſhe ſtrikes the Ground, 

And renders back the Weapon in the Wound, 

Aceſies, grudging at his i ot, remains 

Without a Frize to gratiſy his Pains ; 

Yet, ſhooting upwards, ſends his Shaft to ſhow 

An Archer's Art, and boaſt his twanging Bow. 

Chaf'd by the Speed, it fir'd, and as it flew, 

A rail of foll wing Flames aſcending drew. 

Kindling they uount; aud mark the ſhiny Way; 

Acroſs che S y, as failing Meteors play, 


And vaniſh into Wind, or in a Blaze decay. Dryd. Ferg. 
i ARGUS. 


com 
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Argus. Armour. 65 


ARGUS. 

The Head of Argus, as with stars the Skies, 
Was compaſs'd round, and wore a hundred Eyes: ay 
Put two by Turns their Lids in Slumber ſteep ; | 
The reſt, on Duty till, their Station keep: 
Nor could the total Conſtellation fleep. 
Him Hermes ſlew ; 
And all his hundred Eyes, with all their Light, 
Are clos'd at once in one perpetual Night. 
Theſe Juno takes, that they no more may fail, | 
And ſpreads them in her Peacock's gaudy Tail. Dryd. Ovid. 


ARMOUR. See Battle. Fighting. General. Soldier. War. 
He ſheath'd his Limbs in Arms, a temper'd Maſs | 
Of golden Metal thoſe, and Mountain Braſs. 
He admires 
The creſted Helm that vomits radiant Fires : 
His Hands the fatal Sword and Croflet hold; 
One keen with temper'd Steel, one ſtiff: with Gold, 
Both ample, flaming both, and beamy bright; x 
So ſhines a Cloud, when edg'd with adverſe Light. Dryd. Virg. 
Refulgent Arms appear 
Redd'ning the Skies, and glitt'ring all around; 
The temper'd Metals claſh, and yield a filver Sound. Dryd. Virg. 
The Panther's ſpeckled Hide : 
Flow'd o'er his Armour with an eaſy Pride. Pop. Hom, 
High on his Helm celeſtial Lightnings play; 
His beamy Shield emits a living Ray : 
14 unweary'd Blaze inceſſant Streams ſupplies, 
T ike the red Star, that fires th' autumnal Skies, 
Vhen, freſh, he rears his radiant Orb to Sight, 
And bath'd in Ocean, ſhoots a keener Light: 
Such from his Arms the bright Effulgence flow'd, Pope Hem. 
The Briton's Arms thus ſhone exceflive bright, 
Jarted keen Glances, and uneaſy Light; 
And tho? their Glory pleas'd, it pain'd the Sight. Pac. 
All arm'd in Fraſs, the richeſt Dreſs of War; 
A frightful glorious Sight he ſhone from far. Coauli. 
His ſolid Arms, refalgent, flame with Gold: 
No mortal Shoulders ſuit the glorious Load; 
Celeſtial Panoply, to grace a God! Pope Hom. 
A Wolf grinn'd horribly upon his Head, 
And o'er bis brawny Back a Leopard's Hide was * | 
8 1 


66 Armour. 


He girt his mighty Fauchion to his Side, 

Which hung acrofs his Thigh with fearful Pride. Bla: 
Shields, Arms, and Spears flaſh horribly from far, 

And the Fields glitter with a waving War. Dryd. Virg 
Spears, Helmets, Muſkets with the Sunbeams play, 

Their flaſhing Glances thro' the Field convey, 

And bandy to and fro reverberated Day. Blac, 
Their Swords, their Armous, and their Eyes ſhot Flame. 
He on the Plain in radiant Armour ſhown ; { Creech Luc, 

His poliſh'd Helm oppreſs d the dazzled Sight, 

And ſhone on high hke a huge Globe of Light. 

His Coat of Mail was on his Shoulders caſt, 

And golden Cuiſhes his vaſt Thighs encas'd. 

The Pieces round his Legs Gold Buttons ty'd, 

And his broad Sword hung dreadful by his Side; 

Which, when drawn out, hke a deſtructive Flame 

Of Lightning from the ample Scabbard came. Blac, 
Like a huge Beacon lighted in the Air, 

His Buckler dam d, denouncing horrid War. 


In his right Hand he ſhakes his pond'rous Lance, Bla. 


His Back and Breaſt 
Well vayorl Steel and ſcaly Braſs inveſt. 
The Cuiſhes which his brawny Thighs infold, 
Were mingled Metal damaſk'd o'er with Gold, 
His faithful Fauchion fits upon his Side, 
Nor Caſque nor Creſt his manly Features hide. Dry. Ving. 
O'er his broad Breaſt an Ox's Hide was thrown, 
His Helm a Wolf, whoſe gaving Jaws were ſpread, 
A Cov'ring for his Cheeks, and grinn'd around his Head. 


He clench'd within his Hand an Iron Prong, (Vit. 
And tow'rd above the reſt, conſpicuous in the Throng, Dry4. 
Himſelf before the reſt 


His mighty Limbs in radiant Armour dreſt : 

And firſt he cas'd his manly Legs around 

In ſhining Greaves, with Silver Buckles bound : 

The beaming Cuiraſs next adorn'd his Breaſt. 

Ten Rows of azure Steel the Work infold, 

Twice ten of Tin, and twelve of ductile Gold: 

Three glitt'ring Dragons to the Gorget riſe, 

Whoſe 1mitated Scales againſt the Skies, 

Reflected various Light, and arching bow'd, 

Like colour'd Rainbows o'er a ſhow'ry Cloud. 

A radiant Bauldrick, 0'er his Shoulder ty'd, 

Sultain'd the Sword, that glitter'd at his Side; Gold 
0 
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Armour, e 


Gold was the Hilt; a ſilver Sheath encas'd 

The ſhining Blade, and golden Hangers grac'd: 

His Buckler's mighty Orb was next diſplay'd, 

That round the Warrior caſt a dreadful Shade: 

Ten Zones of Braſs its ample Brims ſurround, 

And twice ten Eofles the bright Convex crown'&: 

Tremendous Gorgon frown'd upon its Field, 

And circling Terrors fill'd th' expreſſive Shield: 

Within its Concave hung a ſilver Thong, 

On which a mimick Serpent cxeeps along, 

His azure Length in eaſy Waves extends, 

Till in three Heads th' embroider'd Mouſter ends. 

Lait, o'er his Brows his fourfold Helm he plac'd, 

With nodding Horſe-hair formidably — ; 

And in his Hands two ſteely Jav'lins wields, 

That blaze to Heav'n, and lighten all the Fields. Poe Hom. 

A Lion's Hide he wears, | 

About his Shoulders hangs the ſhaggy Skin; i =£1 

The Teeth and gaping Jaws ſeverely grin. Ded. J irg. 
Some march before the Troops in dreadful Pride, 

Arm'd with a rav'ning Lion's griſſy Hide: 

The ſhaggy Back was o'er their -- ++ — > nh 

With formidable Grace; and on their 

The tawny Terror grinn'd with open Jaws, 

And croſs the Breaft were lapp'd the hideous Paws. 

The Teeth and ſavage Beard the Heroe's Face _ 

Did with becoming martial Horror grace. Blac. 

Some wore Coat- Armour, imitating Scale, 

And next their Skin were ſtubborn Shirts of Mail ; 

Some wore a Rreaft-plate, and a light Juppon ;_ 

Their Horſes cloath'd with rich Capariſon. 

Some for Defence would Leathern Bucklers ufe, 

Of folded Hides ; and other Shields of Pruce. 

One hung a Pole ax at his Saddle-bow, 

And one a heavy Mace to ſtun the Foe. 

One for his Legs and Knees provided well, 

Vith Jambeux arm'd, and double Plates of Steel. 

This on his Helmet wore a Lady's Glove, 

And that a Sleeve embroider'd by his Love.Dryd. Pal & Arc. 
Words and Devices blaz'd on ev'ry Shield, 

Ang pleaſing was the Terror of the Field. Dryd. Pal. & Arc, 
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63 Arrow. Art. Afb. Aſpick. Aftoniſhment. 


ARROW. Se Archer, Bow. 
Arrows, aloft in feather'd Tempeſts fly; 
Darts hiſs at Darts encount'ring in the Sky; Bla. 
Sounded at once the Bow, and ſwiftly flies 
The feather'd Death, and hiſſes thro' the Skies. Dryd. Vin. 
By far more flow 
Springs the ſwift Arrow from the Parthian Bow, 
Or aon Eugh, when, traverling the Skies, 
And drench'd in pois'nous Juice, the ſure Deſtruction flies. 


( Dryd. Virg. 
ART. See Nature. 
| ASH. See Trees. 

Rent like a mountain Aſh that dar'd the Winds, 
And ftood the ſturdy Strokes of lab'ring Hinds, 
About the Root the cruel Ax reſounds ; X 
The Stumps are pierc'd with oft- repeated Wounds : 
The War 1s felt on high, the nodding Crown 
Now threats a Fall, and throws the leafy Honours down. 
To their united Force it yields, tho' late, 
And mourns with mortal Groans th' approaching Fate. 
The Roots no more their upper Head faſtain, 
But down ſhe falls, and ſpreads a Ruin thro' the Plain. 


, 4 Dryd. Virg. 
Like a mountain Aſh, whoſe Roots are ſprea 
Deep fix'd in Earth, in Clouds he hides bis Head, Dryd. Virg. 


AS PICK. 

Welcome thou kind Deceiver, 
Thou beſt of Thieves! who with an eaſy Key 
Doſt open Life, and unperceiv'd by us. | 
Ev'n ſteal us from ourſelves; diſcharging ſo 
Death's dreadful Office better than himſelf ; 
Touching our Limbs ſo gently into Slumber, 
I hat Death ſtands by, deceiv'd by his own Image, 
And thinks himſelf but Sleep. Dryd. All for Love. 


ASTONISHMENT. 
I could a Tale unfold, whoſe lighteſt Word 
Would harrow up thy Soul, freeze thy. young Blood; 
Make thy two Eyes, like Stars, ſtart from their Spheres ; 
Thy knotty and combined Locks to part, 
And each particular Hair to ſtand an End, 
Like Quills upon the fretful Porcupine, ek Ham. 
repare 
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Aſtoniſhment, Aſtrologer. 69 


Prepare to hear 
A Story that ſhall turn thee into Stone: 
Could there be hewn a monſtrous Gap in Nature, 
A tlaw made thro' the Centre by ſome God, 
Thro' which the Groans of Ghoſts might ſtrike thy Ears, 
They would not wound thee as this Story will. Lee Oedip. 
My Heart {inks in me, 
And ev'ry ſlacken'd Fibre drops its Hold, 
Like Nature letting down the Springs of Lite. Dryd. Spa. Fry. 
My Soul runs back : 
The Wards of Reaſon rou! into their Spring. Lee D. of Guiſe, 
It drives my Soul back to her inmoſt Seats, 
And freezes ev'ry ſtiff ning Limb to Marble. Raw. LU. 
His curdling Blood forgot to glide ; 
Confuſion on his fainting Vitals hung, 
And faul'tring Accents flutter'd on his Tongue. Gar, 
Not the Jail Sounding could ſurprize me more, 
That ſummons drowſy Mortals to their Doom ; 
When call'd in haſte they fumble for their Limbs, 
And tremble unprovided for their Charge. Dryd Don. Seb. 
She thrice ell d to ſpeak ; her Acceats hung, 
And, fault'ring, dy d unfinith'd on her Tongue, 
Or vaniſh'd into Sighs with long Delay 
Her Voice return'd, and found the wonted Way. Dryd. Ovid. 
The pale Aſſiſtants on each other ſtar'd, 


With gaping Mouths for 8 prepar'd : 


The ſtill-born Sounds upon the Palate hung, 
And dy'd imperfe& on the fault'ring Tongue, 
{ Dryd. Theed. and Hon, 
O Sigi/monda! he began to ſay ; 
Thrice he began, and thrice was forc'd to ſtay, 
Till Words with often trying found their Way. 
(Drya. Sig. and Guiſc, 


ASTROLOGER.. See Conjurer, 
They'll ſearch a Planet's Houſe to know 

Who broke and robb'd a Houſe below. 
Examine Venus and the Moon, 
Who ſtole a Thimble, who a Spoon 
And tho' they nothing will confeſs, 
Yet by their very Looks can gueis, 
And tell what guilty Aſpe& bodes, 
Who ſtole, and who receiv'd the Goods. 
They'll feel the Pulſes of the Stars. | 
To find out Agues, Coughs, Catarrhs : And 


Aſtrologer. 
And tell what Cr:// does divine 
The Rot in Sheep, the Mange in Swine : 
In Men what gives or cures tune lich, 
What makes them Cuckolds, poor Or rich; 
Wat gains or toſes, hangs or ſaves; 


What makes Men great, what Fools, what Knaves; 


Bur not what wile : For only df thoſe 

The Stars they ſay, cannot diſpoſe, 

No more than can the Aſtrologians; 
There they ſay right, and like true Trojans. 
Some "towns and Cities, fome, for Brevity, 
Have caſt the *verſal World's Nativity, 
And made the Infant Stars confeſs, 

Like Fools or Children, what they pleaſe. 
Some calculate the hidden Fates, 

Of Monkeys, Puppy-dogs, and Cats; 
Some running Nags, and fighting Cocks : 


Some Love, Trade, Law-Snits, and the Pox. 


Some take a Meaſure of the Lives 
Of Fathers, Mothers, Huſbands, Wives : 
Make Oppoſition, trine and quartile, 
Tell who is barren, and who fertile, 

As if the Planet's firſt Aſpe& 

The tender Infant did infe& : 

No ſooner had he peep'd into 

'The World, but he has done his'Do ; 
Catch'd all Diſeaſes, took all Phyfick, 
That cures or kills a Man that is ſick; 
Marry'd his punctual Doſe of Wives, 
Is cuckolded, and breaks or thrives, 
There's but the twinkling of a Star 
Between a Man of Peace. and War; 
A Thief and Juſtice, Fool and Knave, 
A huffing Officer and a Slave; 

A- crafty Lawyer, and Pick-pocket, 
A great Philofopher, and a Blockhead ; 
A formal Preacher, and a Player, 

A learn'd Phyſician and Man flayer, 
As if Men from the Stars did ſuck 
Old Age, Diſeaſes, and ill Luck ; 
Wit, Folly; Honour, Virtue, Vice, 


Trade, Travel, Women, Claps, and Dice: 


And draw with the firſt Air they breathe 
Battle and Murder, ſudden Death, 


Profeſſor in Aſtrology and Phyſick. 71 


As Wind i'th' Hypocondries pent, 

Is but a Blaſt if downward ſent; 

But if it upwards chance to fly, 

Becomes new Light and Prophecy: 

So when your Speculations tend 

Above their juſt and uſeful End, 
Although they promiſe ſtrange and great 
Diſcoveries of Things far ſer, 
They are but idle Dreams aud Fancies. 
Tell me but what's the nat'ral Cauſe, 
Why on a Sign no Painter draws 

The Full-Moon ever, but the Half, 
Refolve that with your Jacob's Staff; 

Or why Wolves raiſe a Hubbub at her, 
Or Dogs howl when ſhe ſhines in Water; 
And I hall oy give my Vote, 

You may know ſomething more remote. Hud, 


PROFESSOR in Afrology and Phy/ict 


An inner Room receives the num'rous Shoals 
Of ſuch as pay to be reputed Fools : 
Globes ſtand on Globes, Volumes on Volumes lie, 
And planetary Schemes amuſe the Eye. 
The Sage in Velvet-Chair here lolls at Eaſe, 
To promiſe Future Health for preſent Fees. 
Then, as from Tripod, ſolemn Shams reveals, 
And what the Stars know nothing of, foretels. 
One aſks, how ſoon Panthea may be won, 
And longs to feel the Marriage-Fetters on: 
Others, convinc'd by melancholy Proof, 
Enquire when courteous Fates will ſtrike 'em off, 
dome by what Means they may redreſs the Wrong, 
When . athers the Poſſeſſion keep too long. 
And ſome would know the Iſſue of their Cauſe, 
And whether Gold can folder up its Flaws: 
Poor pregnant Lais his Advice would have, 
To loſe by Art what fruitful Nature gave ; 
And Portia old in Expectation grown, 
Laments her barren Curſe, and begs a Son : 
Whilſt Iris his coſmetick Waſh would try, 
To make her Bloom revive, and Lover die. 


Some aſk for Charms, and others Philtres chooſe, 


To gain Cori and their Quartans loſe. | 
8 orimna, Quartan - Young 
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Young Hylas blotch'd with Stains too foul to name, 

In Cradle here renews his youthful Flame: 

Cloy'd with Deſire, and turfeited with Charms, 

A Hot-houſe he prefers to 7179's Arms, 

And old Lucullus would th' .:7rcanum prove 

Of kindling in cold Veins the Sparks of Love. Ga 


ATLAS. 
And now behold majeſtick Atlas riſe, 
And bend beneath the Burden of the Skies; 
His tow'ring Brows aloft no , empeſt know, 
While Lightning flies, and Thunder rolls below. Ga 
Atlas, whoſe Head ſuſtains the ſtarry Frame ; 
Whoſe brawny Back ſupports the Skies; 
Whoſe Read with piny Foreſts crown'd, 
Is beaten by the Winds, with foggy Vapours bound. 
Snows hide his Shoulders ; Fats, Sh his Chan, 
The Fount of rolling Streams their Race begin: 
A Beard of Ice on his large Breaſt depends. Dryd. Jin 
Atlas, who turns the rolling Heavens around, 
And whoſe broad Shoulders with their Lights are crown'd 
| Dryd. Firs 


; ATTENTION. 
Let all be id; each ſofteſt Motion ceaſe ; 
Be ev'ry loud tumultuous Thought at Peace; 
And ev'ry ruder Gaſp of Breath 
; Be calm, as in the Arms of Death. 
Hither let nought but ſacred Silence come ; 
And let all ſawcy Praiſe be dump : 
And thou moſt fickle, moſt uneaſy Part, 
Thou reſtleſs Wanderer, my Heart, 
Be ſtill ; gently, ah! gently leave, 
Thou bu idle thing to heave: 
Stir not a Pulſe; let my Blood, 
That turbulent unruly Flood, 
' Be ſoftly ftay'd : 
Let me be all but my Attention dead. 
Go reſt, E Springs of Life, 
Leave your officious Toil and Strife; 
For I would hear her Voice, and try 
If it be poſſible to die. Cong 
How all things liſten while thy Muſe complains ! 
Such Quence waits on Philemela's Strains, 
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Avernus. Autumn. 


In ſome fill Ev\ning, when the whiſp'ring Breeze 

Pants on the Leaves, and dies upon the 'I rees. Pepe. 
The Air grows ſenſible | 

Of the great things you utter, and is calm; 

The hurry'd Orbs, with Storms ſo rack'd of late, 

Seem to ſtand ſtill, as eve himſelf were talking. Lee Oed. 
As I liſten'd to thee, 

The Happy Hours paſs'd by us unperceiv'd : 

So was my Soul fix*d to the ſoft Enchantment ! Rowe Tomerl, 
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His Looks 
Drew Audience and Attention ſtill as Night; | 
Or Summer Noon-tide Air. Mil, | 
Attention held them mute, Mili. 
AVERNUS. | 


Deep was the Cave, and downward as it went 
From the wide Mouth, a rocky rough Deſcent. 
And here th'Acceſs a gloomy Grove extends, 
And there th' I Lake extends, 
O'er whoſe unhappy Waters void of Light, 
No Bird preſumes to ſteer his airy Flight : 
Such deadly Stenches from the Depth ariſe 
And ſteaming Sulphur that infects the Skies. 
From hence the Grecian Bards their Legends make, - 
And give the Name Avernus to the Lake, Dryd. Firg, 


AUTUMN. See 7ar. | 
When yellow Autumn weighs 
The Year, and adds to Nights and ſhortens Days; 
And Suns declining ſhine with feeble Rays. Dryd. Virg. 
The Evening of the Yearz _ 
When Woods with Juniper and Cheſauts crown'd 
With falling Fruits and Berries. paint the Ground ; 
And laviſh Nature laughs, and ſtrews her Stores around 
| l Dod. Fig. 
When dabious Months uncertain Weather bring; 
When Fountains open; when impetuous Rain 
wells haſty Brooks, and pours upon the Plain: 
When Earth with Slime and Mud is cover'd oer, 
And hollow Places ſpew their wat'ry Store. Dryd, Virg. 


Vor. 1. | E B, BAB E. 
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BAB E. See Man. 
Thus, like a Sailor by the Tempeſt hurl'd 
Aſhore, the Babe is ſhipwreck'd on the World; 
Naked he lies, and ready to expire, 
Helpleſs of all that human Wants require, 
Expos'd upon unhoſpitable Earth, 
From the firſt Moment of his hapleſs Birth. 
Straight with foreboding Cries he fills the Room; 
(Too ſure Preſages of his future Doom.) 
But Flocks and Herds, and ev'ry ſavage Beaſt, 
By more indulgent Nature are increas'd. 
They want no Rattles for their froward Mood, 
No Nurſe to reconcile them to their Food 
With broken Words; nor Winter Blaſts they fear, 
Nor change their Habits with the changing Year : 
Nor for their Safety Citadels prepare, 
Nor forge the wicked Inſtruments of War : 
Unlabour'd Earth her bounteous Treaſure grants, { Lucr. 
AndNature's laviſhHand ſupplies their common Wants. Dr. 
If tender Infants, who impriſon'd ſtay | 
Within the Womb, prepar'd to break away, 
Were conſcious of themſelves, and of their State, 
And had but Reaſon to ſuſtain Debate : 3 
The painful Paſſage they would dread, and ſhew 
Reluctance to a World they do not know: 
They in their Priſons till would chuſe to lie, 
As backward to be born as we to die. 5 Blas. 


BACCHANALS. 

She flies the Towns, and mixing with a Throyg 
Of madding Matrons, bears the Bride afong. 
Wand'ring thro' Woods, and Wiles, and devious Ways, 
She feign'd the Rites of Bacchus, cry*d aloud, | 
And to the buxom God the Virgin vow'd, 
E oe, O Bacchus thus began the Song; 
And Ewvee, anſwer'd all the female Throng : 
O Virgin, worthy thee alone! ſhe cry'd, - 
O worthy thee alone ! the Crew reply 0; 3 
For thee ſhe feeds her Hair, ſne leads thy Dance, 
And with thy winding Ivy wreaths her Lance. 
Like Fury ſeiz'd the reſt ; the Progreſs known 
All ſeek the Mountains and forſake the Town, ; 
All clad in Skins of Beaſts the Jav'lin bear, Unbind 
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Unbind their Fillets, | 

Give to the wanton Winds their flowing Hair, 

And Shrieks and Shoutings rend the ſuft'ring Air, 

Rolling their haggard 7 inſpir'd with Rage divine, 

Shake high above their Heads a flaming Pine; 

And Orgies and nocturnal Rites prepare. Dryd. Ving. 
Leſs wild the Bacchanalian Dames appear, 

When from afar their nightly God they hear, 

And howl about the Hills, and Make the wreathy Spear. 


yd. Firg. 
BAC CH US. See My#c. | 
Great Father Bacchzs to my Song repair, 
For cluſt'ring Vines are thy pecultar Care : | 
For thee large Bunches load the bending Vine; 
And the laſt Bleſſings of the Year are thine : 
To thee his Joys the jolly Autumn owes, 
When the fermenting Juice the Vat o'erflows. | 
Come ſtrip with me, my God; come drench all o'er 
Thy Limbs in Muſt of Wine, and drink at ev'ry Pore. 
Mr, See Bacchus turning from the Indian War, (Dryd. Firg. 
756. WM By Tigers drawn triumphant in his Car; 
From Ni/us* Top c on the Plains, | 
With curling Vines around his purple Reins. Dryd. Virg. 
So Bacchus thro? the conquer'd Iadies rode, Ia 
Ind Beaſts in Gambols fried before their honeſt God. 
| W - Ded. Pal. S Are. 
| BASTARD. | 
Why ſhould dull Law rule Nature, who firſt made 
That Law, by whielFherſelf is now betray'd ? 
Ere Man's Corruptions made him wretched, he 
Was born moſt noble, who was born moſt free: 
Each of himſelf was Lord; and unconfin'd, 
Obey'd the Dictates of his Godlike Mind. 
Law was an Innovation brought in fince, 
When Fools began to love Obedience, 
And call their Slav'ry Safety and Defence. | 
Why ſhould it be a Stain then on me Blood, | 
ad ; 
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Becauſe I came not in the common 
But born obſcure, and ſo more like a God? Orv, Dou. Carl. 
Hle's a Baſtard! Got in a Fit of Nature! _. 
Ide ſhook him from hex Nerves in a Convulfion ; 
His Father flemp*d'the'Bullion in a Heat, , 
And taking from the Mint the fiery Ore, 
His Image blefs'd>and oY It is my own. 
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Yet more | a Prieſt begot him, and *tis thought, 

'That Earth is more oblig'd to Prieſts for Bodies, 

Than Heav'n for Souls. Nay, and a young Prieſt too! 
Perhaps in the Embraces of a Nun, 

Who ventur'd Life to claſp the luſty Joy. Lee Cæſ. Berg. 


BAT T E L. See Fight. TJoufts, War. 
O the brave Din, the noble Clank of Arms! Lee Alex, 
All the Plain 
Cover'd with thick embattel'd Squadrons bright, 
Chariots, and flaming Arms, and fiery Steeds, 
Reflecting Blaze on Blaze, firſt met his View; 
From Skirt to Skirt a hety Region ſtretch'd 
In battailaus Aſpect, 
Briſtled with upright Beams, innumerable, 
Of rigid Spears, and Helmets throng'd, and Shields 
Various, with boaſted Arguments, pourtray'd ; 
The banded Pow'rs of Satan. 
The Powers militant 
That ſtood for Heav'n, in mighty Quadrate join'd 
Of Union irreſiſtible, mov'd on 
In Silence their bright Legions, to the Sound 
Of inſtrumental Harmony that breath'd 
Heroick Ardour to adventrous Deeds, 
Under their God-like Leaders. On they move 
Indiſſolubly firm: nor obvious Hill, | 
Nor ftraitning Vale, nor Wood, nor Stream divides 
Their 2 Ranks, for high above the Ground 
Their March was, and the paſſive Air upbore 
Their nimble Tread. 
The Shout 


Of Battel now began, and ruſhing Sound 
Of Onſet ended ſoon each milder Thought. 
High in the midft, exalted as a God, 
Th'Apoſtate in his Sun-bright Chariot ſate, 
Idol of Majeſty divine, enclos'd 
With flaming Cherubim, and golden Shields ; 
Then 1 from his gorgeous Throne: For now 
*T wixt Hoſt and Hoſt, but narrow Space was left, 
A dreadful Interval ! and Front to Front 
Preſented ſtood in terrible Array 
Of hideous Length : Before the cloudy Van, 
On the rough Edge of Battel ere it join d, 
Satan, with vaſt and haughty Strides advanc'd, 
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Came 
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Came tow'ring, arm'd in Adamant and Gold. 

A noble Stroke A4bdiel lifted high, 
Which hung not, but fo ſwift with Tempeſt fell 
On the proud Creſt of Satan, that no Sight, - 
No Motion of quick Thought, leſs con'd his Shield 
such Ruin intercept : Ten Paces huge 
He back recoil'd ; the tenth on bended Knee 
His maſſy Spear upſtay'd. As if on Earth 
Winds under Ground, or Waters, forcing Way 
Sidelong, had puit''d a Mountain from his Seat, 
Half ſunk with all his Pines. Nor ſtood in Gaze 
The adverſe Legions, nor leſs hideous join'd 
1 he horrid Shock: Now ſtorming Fury roſe. 

| Arms on Armour clathing, bray'd 

Horrible Diſcord, and the madding W heels 
Of brazen Chariots rag'd ; dire was the Noiſe 
Of Conflict: Over-head the diſmal Hiſs 
Ot fiery Darts, in flaming Vollies flew, 
And flying vaulted either Hoſt with Fire; 
So under fiery Cope together ruſh'd 
Both Battels main, with ruinous Aſſault, 
And inextinguiſhable Rage : All Heaven 
Reſounded; and had Earth been then, all Earth 
Had to her Center ſhook. Deeds of eternal Fame 
Were done, but infinite; for wide was ſpread 
The War and various : Sometimes on firm Ground 
A ſtanding Fight ; then ſoaring on main Wing, 
Tormented all the Air: All Air ſeem'd then 
Conflicting Fire. | 
Their Arms away ſome threw, and to the Hills 
Swift as the Lightning Glimpſe they ran, they flew : 
From the Foundations leos'ning to and fro, 
1 pluck'd the ſeated Hills with all their Load, 
Rocks, Waters, Woods, and by the ſhaggy Tops 
Up-lifting, bore them in their Hands : 

: Then on their Heads 
Main Promontories flung, which in the Air 
Came ſhadowing, and oppreſs'd whole Legions arm'd, 


Their Armour help'd their Harm, cruſh'd in and bruis'd, 


Into their Subſtance pent, which wrought them Pain 
Implacable, and many a dolorous Groan; | 
Long ſtruggling underneath, ere they could wind 
Out of ſuch Priſon, | 
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'The reſt, in Imitation, to like Arms 

Betook them, and the neighb'ring Hills uptore : 
So Hills amid the Air encounter'd Hills, 
Hurl'd to and fro with Jaculation dire, 

That under Ground they fought in diſmal Shade. 
Infernal Noiſe ! War ſeem'd a Civil Game | 
To this Uproar; horrid Confuſion heap'd 

Upon Confuſion roſe. Long time in even Scale 
The Battel hung ; till Satan 2 
Saw where the Sword of Michael ſmote, and fell'd 
Squadrons at once ; with huge two-handed Sway 
Brandifh'd aloft the horrid Edge came down 
Wide-waſting : Such Peſtruction to withſtand 

He haſted and oppos'd the rocky Orb ' 


Of ten-fold Adamant, his ample Shield : 


A vaſt Circumf*rence ! Then both addreſs'd for Fight 
Unfpeakable : For like two Gods they ſeem'd, 

Stood they, or mov'd ; in Stature, Motion, Arms, 

Fit to decide the Empire of great Heaven. 

Now wav'd their fiery Swords, and in the Air 

Made horrid Circles: Two broad Suns, their Shields 
Blaz'd oppoſite z white tion ſtood 

In Horrour. From each Hand with 8 retired 
Th'angelick Throng, vnfafe within the Wind 

Of duch Commotion: But the Sword of Michae! met 
The Sword of Satan in half cut ſheer; nor ftay'd, 
But with ſwift Wheel reverſe, deep-entring ſhar'd 
All his right Side: Then Satan firſt knew Pain, - 
And writh'd him to and fro convolv'd; ſo ſore 
The grinding Sword with diſcontinuous Wound 
Pais'd thro* dz 


And now, their Mightieſt quell'd, the Battel fverv'd, 


With many an Inroad gor'd : Deformed Rout 
Enter'd and foul Diforder : All the Ground 
With ſhiver'd Armour ſtrewn; and on a Heap 
Chariot. and Charioteer lay overturn'd. 
Aud fiery foaming Steeds : what ſtood, recoil'd 
O'erwearied, or with pale Fear ſurpriz'd, 
Fled ignominious. | 

Now * her Courſe began, 


And grateful Truth impos'd, 


And Silence on che odieus Din of War. ü | Mite, 


BEAR. 
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B E AR. See Defermity. 
The Cub of Bears a living Lump appear, 
Wien whelp'd, and no determin'd Figure wear: 
Their Mother licks 'em into Shape, and gives 
As much of Form as the herſelf receives. Dryd. Orig. 


BEAU T V. See Eyes. Fair. Looks. Love. 
| Beauty, thou wild fantaſtick Ape, 
Who do'ſt in ev'ry Country change thy Shape: 
Here black, there brown; here tawny. and there white: 
Thou Flatt'rer, who comply'ſt with ev'ry Sight: 
Who haſt no certain What, nor Where; 
But vary'ſt Hill, and do'ſt thyſelf declare 0 
Inconſtant as thy She-Profeſiors are. Co zul. 
The Cauſe of Love can never be affion'd, | 
is in no Face, but in the Lover's Mind. D.. Pal. ff A.. 
Beauty is ſeldom fortunate, when great; 
A vaſt Eftate, but overcharg'd with Debt. Dread. Aurem 
Beauty, hke Ice, our Footing does betray : 
Who can tread ſure on the ſmooth ſlipp'ry Way ? : 
Pleas'd with the Paſſage ve flide ſwiſtly on, | 
And ſee the Dangers which we cannot ſhun. Dryd. Auren. 
For Beauty, like white Powder, makes a Noiſe, 


And yet the filont Hypoctite deſtroys, Clear. 
-» Beauty with a bloodleſs Conqueſt finds 
A welcome Sov'reignty in rudeſt Minds. Wall, 


Beauty thou art a fair, but fading Flow'r, 
The tender Prey of ev'ry coming Four; 
In Youth, thou, Comet-like, art gaz'd upon, 
But art 8 to thyſelf alone: 
Unpuniſh'd thou to few wert ever giv'n, 
Nor art a Bleſſing, but a Mark from Heav'n. Sed. Aut. C Cliap. 
Merab the fr, Michal the younger nam'd, 
Both equally for diff'rent Glories fam'd : 
Merab with ſpacious Beauty fill'd the Sight; 
But too much Awe chaſtiz'd the bold Delight. 
Like a calm Sea, which to th' enlarged View 
Gives Pleaſure, but gives Fear and Rev'rence too: 
Michal's ſweet Looks clear and free Joys did move. 
And no leſs ſtrong, tho? much more gentle, Love : 


Like Virtuous Kings, whom Men rejoice t'obey ; 
Tyrants themſelves leſs abſolute than they, 


E 4 Mera 


— OY 


oe 


do Beauty. 


Merab appear'd like ſome fair princely Tow'r: 
Michal, tome Virgin Queen's delicious Bow'r. 

All Beauties ſtrove in little and in great, 

But the contracted Brows ſhot fierceſt Heat. 

From Merab's Eyes, fierce-and quick Lightniags came; 
From Michal's, the Son's mild, yet active Flame. 
Alerab, with comely Majeſty and State, 

Bore. high the Advanta her-Worth and Fate : 
Such humble Sweetneſ, did ſoft Michal ſhew, 

That none, who reach ſo high, eber ſtoop io low. 
Meras rejoic'd in her rack'd Lover's Pain, 

And fortify'd her Virtue with Diſdain : 

The Griet ſhe gave, gave gentle Micha Grief ; 

She wiſh'd her Beauties lefs, for their Relief. God. 


Cleopatra in her Galley. 

Her Galley down the Silver Cyduos row'd, 
The Tackling Silk, the Streamers wav'd with Gold: 
The gentle Winds were lodg'd in purple Sails: 
Her Nymphs, like NVereidt, round her Couch were plac'd, 
Where ſhe, another ſea- born Yenus lay: 
She lay, and lean'd her Cheek upon her Hand, 
And caſt a Look fo languiſhingly ſweet. 
As if, ſecure of all Beholder's Hearts, 
NegleRing ſhe could take em. Boys, like Cupids, 
Stood fanning with their painted Wings the Winde 
That play'd about her Face : But if the ſmil'd, 
A darting Glory ſeem'd to blaze abroad, t 
That Mens defring Eyes were never weary'd, 
But hung upan the Object. To ſoft Flutes 
The Silver Oars kept ume; and, while they play'd, 
Ihe Hearing gave new Pleaſure to the Sight, 
And beth to Thought. *T'was Heav'n, or ſomewhat more! 


For the fo charm'd all Hearts, that gazing Crouds 


Stood panting on the Shore, and wanted Breath 
To give their welcome Voice, 
(Dryd, All for Lowe, and Shak. Ant. Cleop. 
Her Eyes have Pow'r beyond Thefgalian Charms 
To draw the Moon from Heav'n : For Eloquence, 
The Sea-green $/7ens taught her Voice their Flatt'ry. 
And while ſhe ſpeaks Night ſteals upon the Day, 
Unmark'd of thoſe that hear: Then ſhe's fo charming, 
Age buds at Sight of her, and ſwells to Youth, 
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The holy Prieſts gaze on her when ſhe ſmiles, 

And with heav'd Hands, forgetting Gravity, 

They bleſs her wanton Eyes: Even I, who hate her, 
With a malignant Joy behold ſuch Beauty, 


And, while J curſe, deſire it. Dryd. All for Love. 
(Spoken of Cleopatra by V entidius. , 
| Is ſhe not | 


As harmleſs as a Turtle of the Woods ? 
Fair as the Summer Beauty of the Fields 
As op'ning Flow'rs untainted yet with Winds 
The Pride of Nature, and the Joy of Senſe ? Orv. Cai. Mar. 
The Bloom of op'ning Flow'rs unſully'd Beauty, 
Softneſs and ſweeteſt Innocence ſhe wears; 
And looks like Nature in the World's firſt Spring. Rew.T am. 
Is ſhe not more than Painting can expreſs, 
Or youthful Poets fancy when they love? Row. Fair Pen. 
A laviſh Planet reign'd when ſhe was born, 
And made her of ſuch kindred Mould to Heaven, 
She ſeems more Heav'n's than ours. Dryd. Oedig. 
Is ſhe not brighter than a Summer's Morn, - 
When all the Heav'n is ſtreak'd with dappled Fires, 
Andfleck'd with Bluſhes, like a rifled Maid ? Lee. D. . 
Belinda's ſparkling Wit and Eyes, 
United, caſt ſo ſierce a Light, 
As quickly flaſhes, quickly dies, 
ounds not the Heart, but burns the Sight, 
Love is all Gentleneſs, all Joy, 
Smooth are his Looks, and ſoft his Pace. 
Her Cupid is a Black-guard Boy, 
That rubs his Link full in your Face. Dor}. 
Mark her majeftic Fabric ! She's a Temple, 
Sacred by Birth, and built by Hands divine - 
Her Soul's the Deity that lodges there-: 
Nor is the Pile unworthy of the God. Dryd. Don Seb. 
Oh ſhe has Beauty might enſnare 
A Conqu'ror's Soul, and make him leave his Crown 
At Random, to be ſcuffled for by Slaves. Otzv. Cai. Mar. 
Oh ſhe has Beauty that might ſhake the Leagues 
Of mighty Kings, and ſet the World at Odds. Ora. Orph. 
Her Beauty's Charms alone, without her Crown, 
From Ind and Meroe drew the diſtant Vows 
Of ſighing Kings; and at her Feet were laid 
The Sceptres of the Earth, expos'd on Heaps, | 
| Ss To 


82 Beuney. 
1 To chuſe where ſhe would reign. Dryd. All Fer Love. 
't Behold her ftretch'd upon a flow'ry Bank, 
1 With her ſoft Sorrows lull'd into a Slamber ; 
[ The Summer's Heat had to her nat'ral Bluſh 

| Added a more brighter and more tempting Red : 

The Praaties of her Neck and naked Breaſts, 
| Lifted by inward Starts, -did riſe and fall 

| With Motion that might put a Soul in Statues : 

| The Matchleſs Whiteneſs of her folded Arms, 

lf That ſeem'd t'embrace the Body whence they grew, 
1 Fix'd me to gaze o'er all that Field of Love, 

While to my raviſh'd Eyes officious Winds, 

Waving her Robes, diſplay'd ſuch well-turn'd Limbs, 

As Artiſts would in poliſh'd Marble give 

J he wanton Goddefs, when, ſupinely laid, 

She charms her gallant Ged to new Emjoyment. Lee Miibr. 

But Oh! what Thought can paint that fair Perfection 

Not ſea-born Venus in the Courts beneath, 

When the green Nymphs firft kiis'd her coral Lips, 
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+f All polift”d fair, and waſh'd with orient Beauty, 

' Could in my dazling Fancy match her Brightneſs. 

it Her Legs, her Arms, her Hands, her Neck, her Breafts, 
i So nicely ſhap'd, ſo matchleſs in their Luftre, 


þ Such all Perfection, that I took whole Draughts 

[| Of killing Love, and ever ſince have langui' d 

| With ling'ring-Surfeits of her fatal Beauty. Lee. T heed, 
| No beauteous Bloſſom of the fragrant Spring, 

t Tho? the fair Child of Nature newly born, | 

Can be fo ove. | Orw. Orpl. 
41 Not purple Vi' lets in the early Spring, 

Such graceful Sweets, ſuch tender Beauties bring; 


The orient Bloſh, which does her Cheeks adorn, 
Makes Coral pale, vies with the roſy Morn: 
Capid has ta em a Surfeit from her E 
Whene'er ſhe ſmiles in lambent Fire ſhe fries, 
And when ſhe weeps, in Pearls diſſolv'd he dies. Lee Nero. 
| Thoſe heav*nly-Attrafts of yours, your Eyes, 
{i And Face, that all the World ſurprize, | 
1 Do dazzle all that look upon ye, 
0 And ſcorch all other s tawny. Ad. 


It | BE E. See Creation. 
| Of all the Race of Animals, alone 
"The-Bees have common Cities of their own, 
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Ve. And common Sons ; 'beneath one Law they live, 

And with one common Stock their Traffic drive: 

Each has a certain Home, a ſev'ral Stall: 

All is the State's, the State provides for all: 

Mindful of coming Cold, they ſhare the Pain, 

And hoard for Winter's Uſe, the Summer's Gain. 

Some o'er the publick Magazines preſide, 

And ſome are ſent new Forage to provide, 

Theſe drudge in Fie!ds abroad, and thoſe at home { 


Lay deep Foundations for the labour'd Comb. 
With Dew, Narciffes' Leafs, and clammy Gum. 
To pitch the waxen Flooring ſome contrive ; 
Some nurſe the future Nation of the Hive: | 
Sweet Honey ſome condenſe ; ſome purge the Grout; 
The reſt in Cells apart the liquid Nectar ſhut. 
All, with united Force, combine to drive 
The lazy Drones from the laborious Hive: 
With Envy ſtung, they view each other's Deeds: 
With Diligence the fragrant Work proceeds. 
Studious of Honey, each in his Degree, 
The youthful Swain, the grave, experienc'd Bee 
That in the Field; this, in Affairs of State b 
Employ'd at home, abides within the Gate, 
To fortify the Combs, to build the Wall, 
Jo prop the Ruins, leſt the Fabrick fall. 
But late at Night, with weary Pinions, come 
The lab'ring Youth, and heavy laden home. 
Plains, Meads, and Orchards, all the Day he plies ; 
The Gleans of yellow Thyme diftend his Thighs : 
He ſpcils the Saffron Flew*rs ; ke ſips the Blues 
Of Vi'lets, Wilding-Bloom, and Willows-Dews. 
Their Toil is common, common is their Sleep; 
They ſhake their Wings when Morn begins to peep; 
Ruſh thro? the City Gates without Delay, 
Nor ends their Work but with declining Day. 
Thus, havin ſpent the laſt Remaius of Li ht, : 
They give their Bodies due Repoſe at Night: 2 
When hollow Murmurs of their Re lg Bells, | 
| Diſmiſs the fleepy. Swains, and toll them to their Cells, 
1d. When once in Bed their weary. Limbs ſeep, | 
No buzzing Sounds diſturb their golden Sleep; 
*Tis ſacred Silence all.: Nor dare they ftrry 
When Rain is promis'd, cor aftormy Da; : 
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But near the City-Walls heir Wat'ting take, 
Nor forage far, but ſhort Excurſions make. 
And as, when empty Barks on Billows float, 
With ſandy Ballaſt Sailors trim the Boat ? 
So Bees bear Gravel-Stones, whoſe poiſing Weight 
Steers thro* the whiſtling Winds their ſteady Flight. 
But what's more ſtrange ; their modeſt Appetites, 
Averſe from Venus fly the nuptial Rites. 
No Luſt enervates their heroic Mind; 
Nor waſtes their Strength on wanton Womankind : 
But in their Mouths reſide their genial Pow'rs ; 
"They gather Children from the Leaves and Flow'rs. 
And oft on Rocks their tender Wings they tear, 
And ſink beneath the Burden which they bear : 
Such Rage of Honey in their Boſom beats, 
And fach a Zeal they have for flow'ry Sweets! 
Thus tho? the Race of Life they quickly run, 
Which in the Space of ſev'n ſhort Years is done, 
THY immortal Line in ſure Succeſſion rei ns, 
The Fortune of the Family remains, | 
And Grandfires Grandſons the long Lift contains. 

But if inteſtine Broils alarm th, Hive, 
(For two Pretenders oft for Empire ſtrive) 
The Vulgar in divided Factions jar, 
And murm' ing Sounds proclaim the civil War. 
Inflam'd with Ire, and trembling with Diſdain, 
Scarce can their Limbs their mighty Souls contain. 
With Shouts the Cowards Courage they excite, 
And martial Clangors call them out to fight; 
With hoarſe Alarms the hollow Camp rebounds, 
That imitate the 'Trumpet's angry Sounds; 
Then to their common Standard they repair, 
The nimble Horſemen ſcour the Fields of Air; 
In fd mf Battle drawn, they iſſue forth, 
And ev'ry Knight is proud to prove his Worth. 
Preſs'd for their Country's Honour, and their King's, 
On their ſharp Beaks they whet their pointed Stings, 
And exerciſe their Arms, and tremble with their Wings. 
Full in the midſt the haughty Monarchs ride, 
The truſty Guards come up, and cloſe the Side: 
With Shouts the daring Foe to Battel is defy'd. 
Thus in the Seaſon of unclouded Spring, 
To War they follow their undaunted = P 
£roud thro? their Gates, and in the Fields of Light 
The ſhocking Squadrons meet in mortal Fight, Head- 
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Headlong they fall from high, and wounded wound; 
And Heaps of ſlaughter'd Soldiers bite the Ground. 
Hard Hail ſtones he got thicker on the Plain, 
Nor ſhaken Oaks ſuch Show'rs of Acorns rain. 
With gorgeous Wings, the Marks of ſov'reign Sway, 
The two contending Princes make their Way ; 
Intrepid thro? the Midſt of Dangers go, 
Their Friends encourage, and amaze the Foe ! 
With mighty Souls in narrow Bodies preſs'd, 
They challenge and encounter Breaſt to Breaſt. 
So fix'd on Fame, unknowing how to fly, 
And obſtinately bent to win or die; 
That long the doubtful Combat they maintain, 
Till one prevails, for one can only reign. , 
Yet all theſe dreadful Deeds, this deadly Fray 
A Caſt of ſcatter'd Duſt will ſoon allay, 
And undecided leave the Fortune of the Day. 
With Eaſe dittinguiſh'd is the regal Race; 
One Monarch wears an open honeſt Face, 
Shap'd to his Size, and God-like to behold ; 
His royal Body ſhines with Specks of Gold, 
And ruddy Scales: For Empire he deſign'd, 
Is better born, and of a nobler Kind. 
That other looks like Nature an diſgrace, 
Gaunt are his Sides, and ſullen is his Face: 
And like their griſly Prince appears his gloomy Race : 
Grim, ghaſtly, rugged, like a thirſty Train, 
That long have travel'd thro? a defart Plain, 
And ſpet from their dry Chaps the gather'd Duſt again, 
The better Brood, unlike the Baſtard Crew, 
Are mark?d with royal Streaks of ſhining Hue, 
Glitt'ring and ardent, tho' in Body leſs. 
Beſides, not Egypt, Iudia, Media, more 
With ſervile Love their idol King adore: 
While he ſurvives, in Concord and Content 
The Commons live, by no Diviſions rent, 
But the great Monarch's Death diſſolves the Government. 
All goes to Rain, they themſelves contrive 
To rob the Honey, and ſubvert the Hive. a 
Then ſince they ſhare-with Man one common Fate, 
In Health and Sickneſs, and in Turns of State, 
Obſerve the Symptoms when they fall away, 
And languiſh wich inſenſible Decay: 
They change their Hue, with haggard Eyes they ſtare, 
Lean are their Looks, and ſhagged is their Hair; Aud 
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To their lov'd Hives, in decent Pomp are borne : 
Their Friends attend the Herſe, the next Relations mourn. 
The Sick for Air before the Portal gaſp, 

Their. feeble Legs within each other claſp; 

Or idle in their empty Hives remain, 

Benumb'd with Cold, and liſtleſs of their Gain: 

Such Whiſpers then, and broken Sounds are heard, 

As when the Woods by gentle Winds are ſtirr'd; 


Such ſtifled Noife as the cloſe Furnace hides, 


And Crouds of Dead, that never maſt retutn 


Or dying Murmurs of departing Tides. - Dryd. irg. 


Prone to Revenge, the Bees, a wrathful Race, 
When onceprovok'd, aſſault th'Oppreſſor's Face: 
And thro? the purple Veins a Paſſage find, 


"There fix theirStings, and leave their Souls behind. Dryd. Vir. 


When Golden Suns appear, 
And under Earth have driv'n the Winter Vear; 
The winged Nation wanders thro? the Skies; 
And o'er the Plains and ſhady-Foreft flies: 
Ihen ſtooping on the Meads and leafy Bow'rs, 
They ſkim the Floods, and ſip the r-uple Flow'rs : 
Then work their waxen-Lodgings in their Hives, 


And labour Honey to ſuſtain their Lives, Dryd. Ving. 


But when thou ſeeſt a ſwarming Cloud ariſe, 
That ſweeps aloft and darkens all the Skies ; 


The Motions of their haſty Flight attend, # Dryd Dirg. 
And know to Floods or Woods their airy-March they bend. 


TH aſſembling Swarms, 
Dark as a Cloud, then make a wheeling Flight, 
And on a neighb'ring Tree, deſcending, li Tir : 
Like a large Cluſter of black Grapes they ſhow, 


And make a long Dependanee from the-Bough. Drpd. 7ir;. 


About the Boughs an airy Nation flew, 

Of humming Bees, that haunt the golden Dew, 

In Summer's Heat, on Tops of Lilies feed, 

And creep within their Bells to ſuck the balmy Seed. 
The winged Army roams the Fields around; 
TheRivers and theRocks remurmur to the Sound. Dryd. I. 

. Thus when the Swain within a hollow Rock; 
Invades the Bees with ſuffocating Smoke: 
They run around, or labour on their Wings, 
Diſus'd to Flight, and ſhebt their fleepy Sting: 

Jo ſhun the bitter Fumes in vain they try; irg. 
Black Vapours, iſſuing from the Vent, involve the 
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BELLONA. x 
There ſtands a Rock, daſh'd with the breaking Wave 
Of troubled Styx, where in a gloomy Cave, | 
Flowing with Gore, the fierce Bellona dwells ; _ 
And, bound with adamantine Fetters, yells : 
Around ſtand Heaps of moſſy Sculls and Bones, 
Whence ifſue loud Laments and dreadful Groans : 
Torn Limbs and mangled Bodies are her Food; 
Her Drink whole Bowls of Wormwood, Gall and Blood. 
Long curling Snakes her Head with Horrour crown, 
And on her ſqualid Back hang lolling down, 
This gripes a bloody Dart, the other Hand . 
Graſps of infernal Fire aflaming Brand. 
Treaſon and Uſurpation near ally'd, 
Haughty Ambition, elevated Pride, 
And Cruelty with bloody Garlands crown'd, 
Papine and De/elation ftand around. 
With theſe Imjuſtice, Yi” lence, Rage remain, 
And ghaſtly Famine with her meagre Train. Bac, 


BIRDS. See Country Life. Grove. Creation. Muſe. 
The Birds, great Nature's Commoners, 
That haunt in Woods and Meads, and flow'ry Gardens, 
Rifle the Sweets, and taſte the choiceſt Fruits, 
Yet ſcorn to aſk the lordly Owner's Leave. Row, Fair Pen. 


BLAST, or BLIGH T. 

The verdant Walks their charming Aſpect lofe, 
And ſhrivell'd Fruit drops from the wither'd Boughs : 
Flowr's in their Virgin Bluſhes ſmother'd die, 

And round the Trees their ſcatter'd Beauties lie: 
Infection taints the Air, fick Nature fades; 

And ſudden Autumn all the Place invades. 

So when the Fields their flow'ry Pomp diſplay, 
Sooth'd by the Spring's ſweet Breath and chearing Ray; 

Boreas then, gning envious War, O 

Muſters his ſwift-win * Legions in the Air, 

And then for ſure Deſtruction marches forth, 

With the cold Forees of the ſn North: 

Th'op'ning Buds, and ſprouting Herbs, and all 

The tender Firſt-born of the Spring muſt fall: 5 

The 3 Trees their blooming Honours ſhed, - 
— "IU. 
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BLIND NE S S. See Ligbr. 
All dark and comfortleſs ! 

Where are thoſe various Objects that but now 
Employ'd my buſy Eyes? Where are thoſe Eyes? 
Dead are their piercing Rays that lately ſhot 
O'er flow'ry Vales to diſtant ſunny Hills, 
And drew with Joy the vaſt Horizon in. 
Theſe groping Hands are now my only Guides, 
And Feeling all my Sight. 
Shut from the Living while among the Living! 
Dark as the Grave amidſt the buitling World ! 
At once from Bus'neſs and from Pleatare bard |! 


No more to view the Beauty ot the Spring! 
Nor ſee the Face of Kindred or of Friend! Tate X. Lear. 
O firſt created Beam! And thou great Word, 
Let there be Light ! and Light was over all : 
Why am I thus bercav'd thy Soom Decree ? 
Why was the Sight 
To ſuch a tender Ball as th*Eye confin'd, 
So obvious, and fo eaſy to be quench'd ? 
And not as Feeling thro' all Parts diffus'd ? 
That ſhe might look at will thro? ev'ry Pore? 
O Happineſs of Blindneſs ! Now no Beauty 
Inflames my Luft ; no other's Good my Envy, 
Or Miſery my Pity : No Man's Wealth 
raws my Reſpect, nor Poverty my Scorn. 
Yet ſtill I ſee enough ! Man to himſelf 
Is a large Proſpect, rais'd above the Level 
Of tus low creeping Thoughts. Denh. Soph. 


8 Fenn 
A crimfon Bluſh her beauteous Face o'erſpread, 
Varying her Cheeks by turns with white and red. 
The driving Colours, never at a Stay, 
Run here and there, and fluſh and fade away. 
Dellghtful Change! thus Indian Iv'ry ſhows, 
Which with thetbord'ring Paint of Purple glows ; 
Or Lilies damaſk'd by the neighb'ring Roſe, Dryd. Virg. 
In riſing Bluſhes ſtill freſh Beauties roſe, 
The ſunny ſide of Fruit ſuch Bluſhes ſhows, 
And ſuch the Moon, when all her ſilver White 
Turns in Eclipſes to a ruddy Light. Add. Ovid. 


Such 
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Such lovely Stains the Face of Heay'n adorn, 

When Light's firſt Bluſhes paint the baſhtul Morn : 

$0 on the Buſh the flaming Roſe does glow, 

When mingled with the Lilies neighb*ring Snow. Oldb. 
See, my Palmyra comes, the fitghted Blood 

Scarce yet recall'd to her pale Checks; 

Like the firſt Streaks of Light broke looſe from Darkneſs, 

And dawning into Bluſhes. Dryd. Mar. A-la-Meoge. 

Let me for ever gaze, 

And bleſs the new-born Glories that adorn thee : 

From ev'ry Bluſh that kindles in tay Cheeks, 

Ten thoutand little Loves and Grace; Ipring, 

To revel in the Roſes. Row. Tamerl. 


BO AR, See Duel. Enjoyment. Hunting. 
As a ſavage Boar, on Mountains bred, 
With Foreſt Maſt and fatt'ning Marſhes fed; 
When once he ſees himſelf in Toils inclos'd, 
by Huntſmen and their eager Hounds oppos'd, + 
He whets his Tuſks, and turns and dares the War; 
Th'Invaders dart their Jav*lins from afar ; 
All keep aloot, and ſafely ſhoot around, 
But none preſume to give a nearer Wound: 
He frets and froths, ereQs his briſtled Hide, 
And ſhakes a grove of Lances from his Side. Dryd. Virg. 
His Eye-balls glare with Fire, ſuffus'd with Blood, 
His Neck ſhoots up a thick-ſet thorny Wood. 
His briſtled Back a Trench impal'd appears, 
And ſtands erected like a Field of Spears. 
troth fills his Chaps, he ſends a grunting Sound, 
And part he churns, and part befoams the Ground, 
For Tuſks, with Indian Elephants he ſtrove ; 
And Zewe's own Thunder | has Mouth he drove, 
He ſuffers not the Corn its yellow Beards to rear, 
Put tramples down the | = pl and intercepts the Year. 
in vain the Barns expect their promis'd Load, 
Nor Barns at home, nor Ricks are heap'd abroad. 
In vain the Hinds the Threſhing- floor prepare, 
And exeeciſe their Arms in empty Air. 
With Olives ever green the Ground is ftrew'd, 
And Grapes CONES ſhed their gen'rous Blood. 
Amid the Fold he rages, nor the Sheep 
Thetr Shepherds, nor the Grooms their Bulls can keep. 
Dryd. Ovid, 
Forth 


* 


Can none remember ? Yes, I know all muſt, 
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Forth from the Thicket ruſh'd another Boar, 

So large he ſeem'd, the Tyrant of the Woods, 

With all his dreadful Briſtles rais'd up high, 

"They ſeem'd a Grove of Spears upon his Back. 

Foaming he came at me, where I was poſted, 

Whetting his huge long Tuſks, and gaping wide, 

As he already had me for his Prey 1 

Till brandiſhing my well-pois'd Jav'lin high, 

With this bold executing Arm I ſtruck 

The ugly brindled Monſter to the Heart. Ot. Orb. 
So when fierce Dogs and clam'rous Swains ſurround, 

A mighty Boar, in neighb'ring Mountains found; 

His Briſtles high erected on his Back, 5 

The raging Beaſt withſtands the Foes Attack: 

He whets his dreadful Tuſks, and from afar 

He foams, and flouriſhes the iv'ry War. 

The cautious Huntſmen at a Diſtance rage, 

Caſt all their Darts, but dare not cloſe engage. Blat. 
So two wild Boars ſpring furious from their Den, 

Rowz'd with the Cries of Dogs, and Voice of Men: 

On ev'ry Side the crackling Trees they tear, 

And rost the Shrubs, and lay the Foreſt bare: 

They gnaſh their Tuſks, with Fire their Eyeballs roul, 

Till ſome wide Wound lets out their mighty Soul. Pope Hom, 

So when ſurrounding Huntſmen caſt a Shower 

Of I againſt ſome mighty Boar, 

The griſly Beaſt, . with ev'ry Wound, 

Rages, and caſts his threat'ning Looks around. 

High on his Back his furious Briftles riſe, 

Aud Lightning flaſhes from his raging Eyes: 

He toſſes Clouds of Foam amidft the Air, 

Ard, brandiſhing his Fangs, invites the War. Ze 
So fares a Boar, whom all the Troop ſurrounds, 

— Huntſmen, and of clam'rous Hounds 

He grinds his Iv'ry Tuſks, he foams with Ire, 

His 1anguine Eyeballs glare with living Fire: 

By theſe, by thoſe, on ev'ry Part is ply d, | 

And the red Slaughter ſpreads on ev'ry Side. Pope Hom, 


BOASTING. 
My Arm a nobler Victory ne'er gain'd, 
And I am prouder to have paſs'd that Stream, 
Than that I drove a Million o'er the Plain. 


Blat. 
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When Glory, like the dazzling Eagle, ſtood, | 
Perch'd on my Beaver, in the Granick Flood; 

When Fortune's Self my Standard trembling bore, 

And the pale Fares ſtood frighted on the Shore. 

When all th' Immortals on the Billows rode, 

And I myſelf appear'd the leading God, Lee Alex, 

Send Danger from the Eaſt unto the Weſt, ; 

So Honour croſs in from the North to South, 
And let 'em grapple : The Blood more ftirs 
To rowze a Lion than to ſtart a Hare. 

By Heav'n, methinks it were am eaſ Leap, fly 
To pluck bright Honour from the pale-fac'd Moon, . 
Or dive into the Bottom of the Deep, | e 
Where Fathom-Line could never touch the Ground, Part 1. 
And pluck up drowned Honour by the Locks. Shak. Hen. IV. 


B O W. See Archers, and Arrocu. 


1 4 _ fkill'd to throw 
e flying Dart, an draw the far-deceivin Bow. Dryd. Vir. 
ERS. His polith'd Bow 4 | 


Was form'd of Horn, and fmooth'd with artful Toil ; 
& Mountain-Goat reſign'd the ſhining Spoil, | 
Who pierc'd long fence beneath his Arrows bled ; 
And fixteen Palms bis Brows Honours {| 1 
The Workman join'd and the bended Horns; 
And teaten Gold each'taper Point adorns: | 
He meditates the Mark; and, couching low, 
Fits the ſharp Arrow to the well ftrang Bow: 
Now with full Force the yielding Horn he bends, 
Drawn to an Arch, and joins the doubling Ends, 
Cloſe to his Breaſt he ſtrains the Nerve below, 
Till the barb'd Point approach the circling Bow: 
Th'impatient Weapon whizzes on the Wing; 
Sounds the tough Horn, and twangs the quiv'ring String. 
| | ab Hope Ham. 
She ſaid, and from her Quiver choſe with ſpeed 
The winged Shaft, predeſtin'd for the Deed : 
Then to the ſtubborn Eugh her Strength apply'd, 
Till the far-diſtant Horns approach on either Side : 
The Bow-ſtring touch'd her Breaf : fo ſtrong ſhedrew ! 
Whizzing in Air, the fatal Arrow flew : 
At once the twanging Bow, and ſounding Dart, 
The Traitor heard, and felt the Paint wth his Heart, 
Daa. Firg. 
| D 
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He fell, 
Pierc'd with an Arrow from the diſtant War; 
Fix'd in has Throat the flying Weapon ſtood, 
And ſtop'd his Breath, and drank the vital Blood. Dryd 7'ir;. 


BOWER. 

 Afylvan Lodge, that like Pomona's Arbour ſmil'd, 
With Flowers deck'd, and fragrant Smells. The Roof 
Of thickeſt Covert was inwoven Shade, 
Laurel and Myrtle; and what higher grew 
Of firm and fragrant Leaf: On either tide, 
Acanthus, and each od'rous buſhy Shrub, | 
Fenc'd up the verdant Wall : Each beauteous Flower, 
Ins, Allhues, Roſes and Jcſſaman, | 

ar'd high their fouriſh'd Heads between, and wrought 

oſaick: Under Foot the Violet, 
Crocus, and Hyacinth, with rich Inlay 
Broider'd the Ground ; more colour'd than with Stone 

f coſtheſt Emblem. In ſhady Bower 

ore ſacred or fequeſter'd, tho? but feign'd, 
Pan or Sylvanus never ſlept, nor Nymph, 
Nor Faunus haunted, Mil. 


BOW L. See Drinting. 

Make me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl! 

Large as my capacious Soul ! 

Vaſt as my Thirſt is! Let it have 

Depth enough to be my Grave ! 

I mean the — of all my Care, 

For I intend to bury't there. 

Let it of Silver faſhion'd be, 

Worthy of Wine, worthy of me : 

Yet draw no Shapes of Armour there, 

No Caſque, nor Shield, nor Sword, nor Spear, 
Nor Wars of Thebes, nor Wars of Troy, 
Nor any other martial Toy: 
For what do I yain Armour prize, 
Who mind not ſuch rough Exerciſe ? 
But gentler Sieges, ſofter Wars, - 
Fights that cauſe no Wounds nor Scars. 
PI have no Battles on my Plate, 
Leſt Sight of them ſhould Broils create: 
Leſt 8 to Quarrels too, 
Which Wine itſelf enough can do, 
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Draw me no Conſtellations there, 
No Ram, nor Hull, nor Deg, nor Bear 1 
Nor any of that monſtrous F 
Of Animals that ſtock the Sky; 
For what are Stars to my Deſign ? 
Stars, which I, when drunk, outſhine. 
I lack no Pole-Star on the Brink, 
To guide in the wide Sea of Drink; 
But would for ever there be toſs'd, 
And wiſh no Haven, feek no Coaſt. 
Yet, gentle Artiſt, if thou'lt try 
Thy Skill; then draw me, (let me ſee) 
Draw me firſt a ſpreading Vine, 
Make its Arms the Bow] entwine 
With kind Embraces, ſuch as I 
Twiſt about my loving She. 
Let its Boughs o' erſpread above 
Scenes of Drinking, Scenes of Love. 
Draw next the Patron of that Tree, 
Draw Bacchus and ſoft Cupid by, 
Draw them both in toping Shapes, | 
Their Temples crown'd with cluſter'd Grapes : 
Make them lean againſt the Cup, 
As 'twere to keep their Figures up: 
And when their reeling Forms I view, 
Pll think them drunk, and be ſo too. Oldb. 
Vulcan contrive me ſuch a Cup, 
As Neftor us'd of old; 
Shew all thy Care to trim it up, 
Damaſk it round with Gold : 
Make it fo large, that fill'd with Sack, 
p to the ſwelling Brim. 
Vaſt Toaſts on the Flicious Lake, 
Like Ships at Sea, may ſwim : 
And carve thereon a ſpreading Vine, 
Then add two b Boys; 
Their Limbs in am'rous Folds entwine, 
The Types of future Joys. 
Cupid acc hut my Saints are, 
ay Love and Drink ſtill reign : 
With Wine I waſh away my Care, 
And then to love again. Roch. 


Two Bowls I have well turn d of Beechen Wood ; 
The Lids are Ivy: Grapes in Cluſters lurk 


Beneath the Carving of the curious Work: Two 
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Two Figures on the Sides emboſs'd appear 

Canon, and what's his Name who made the Sphere. 

And ſhew'd the Seaſons of the ſliding Year. 

The kimbo Handles ſeem with Bears-foot carv'd, 

Where Orpheus on his Lyre laments his Love, 

With Beaſts encompals'd, and a dancing Grove. Dry. Vir, 
The Goblet was emboſs'd with Studs of Gold ; 

Two Feet ſupport it, and two Handles hold: 

On each bright Handle, 1 o'er the Brink, 

In ſculptur'd Gold two Turtles ſeem to drink. Pope Her, 
Around the Bowl the wanton Ivy twines, 

And ſwelling Cluſters bend the curling Vines : 

Four Figures riſing from the Work appear, 

The various Seaſons of the rolling Year ; 

And what is that which binds the radiant Sky, 

Where twelve bright Signs in beauteous Order lie. Po. 


BOXING. 
Dogs with their Tongues their Wounds do heal, 
But Men with Hands, as thou ſhalt feel. Hud. 
At firſt both Parties in Reproackes jar, 
And make their Tongues the Trumpets of the War. 
They clutch their horny Fiſts, exchange ſuch furious Blows; 
Scarce one eſcapes with more than half a Noſe. 
Some ſtand their Ground with half their Viſage gone, 
But with the Remnant of a Face fight on. 
One Eye remaining for the other ſpies, . 
Which now on Earth a trampled Jelly hes. Tate Juv. 
Nor, tho' his Teeth are- beaten out, his Eyes 
Hang by a String, in Bumps his Forehead riſe, 
Shall he preſume to mention his Diſgrace, 
Or beg Amends for his demoliſh'd Face. Dryd. Ju- 
As, on the Confines of adjoining Grounds, 
Two ſtubborn Swains with Blows diſpute their Bounds ; 
They tug, they ſweat, but neither gain nor yield 
One Foot, one Inch of the contended Field. Pope Hor. 
Thus often at the Temme Stairs we've ſeen 
Two Tritons, of a rough athletic Mien, 
Sourly diſpute ſome Quarrel of the Flood | 
With Knuckles-bruig'd, and Fate beſmear'd in Blood; 
But, at the firſt Appearance of a Fare; | 
Both quit the Fray, and to their Oars repair. Gar. 
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Brave. Breaſts. Bride, Brook. 95 


B RAV E. See Courage. 
The Brave do never ſhun the Light, 
Jait are their Thoughts, and open are their Tem pers. 
Freely without Diſguiſe they love and hate, 
Still are they found in the fair Face of Day, Pen. 
And Heav'n and Men are Judges of their Actions. Row Fair 
On Valour's Side the Odds of Combat lye ; 
The Brave live glorious, or lamented die : 
The Wretch who trembles in the Field of Fame, 
Meets Death, or, worſe than Death, eternal Shame. Pope Hom. 
The Brave meets Danger, and the Coward flies. Pope Hom. 


BREASTS, 
With what rich Globes did her ſoft Boſom ſwell! 
Plump as ripe Cluſters roſe each glowing Breaſt, 


Courting the Hand, and ſuing te be preſs“ d. Duale. 
The yielding Marble of her ſnowy Breaſt. Wall. 
Thy little Breaſts with ſoft Compaſhon ſwell'd, 


Shov'd up and down, and heav'd like dying Birds. Or w. Orph, 


BRIDE. 
The Virgin Bride, who ſwoons with deadly Fear, 
To ſee the End of all her Wiſhes near, 
When, bluſhing, from the Light and publick Eyes 
To the kind Covert of the Night ſhe Bes, 
With equal Fires to meet the Bridegroom moves; 
"_ in his — — a —_— -; «+ — Fair Pen. 
at ſtrange Di s youthful Brides > 
Impatient Lenin for the Happineſs ! a 
9 oys will ſo diſturb the Soul, 
As Needles always tremble near the Pole. Ora, Don Car. 


BROOK. See Country-Life. River. Stream. 

See gentle Brooks, how quietly they glide, 
Kiſſing the rugged Banks on either Side: 
While in their cryſtal Streams at once they ſhow, 
And with them feed the Flow'rs whach they beſtow : 
Tho' rudely throng'd by a too ner Embrace, | 
In gentle Murmurs they keep on their Race 
To the lov'd Sea; for Streams have their Defires : 
Cool as they are, they feel Love's pow'rful Fires: 
And with Ach Paſſion, that if any Force 
Stop or moleſt them in their am'rous Courſe, a 
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| They ſwell, break down with Rage, and ravage o'er 
The Banks they kiſs'd, and Flow'rs they fed before. Deb. 
As when ſome ſimple Swain his Cot {orſakes, 
And wide thro' Fens an 1 takes; 
If chance a ſweliing Brook his Paſſage ſtay, 
And foam impervious croſs the Wand'rer's Way, 
Confus'd he fo s, a Length of Country paſt, | 
Eyes the rough Waves, and tiz'd returns at lat. Pape Hon. 


B RU T U 8. See Liter. 
Excellent Brutus ! of all human Race 
The beſt, till Nature was improv'd by Grace: 
From thy ſtrict Rule, fome think that thou didſt ſwerve, 
(Miſtaken honeſt Men) in Cæſar's Blood. | 
What Mercy could the Tyrant's Lite deſerve | 
From him who kill'd himſelf rather than ſerve ? | 
'Th' Heroick Exaltations of Good | 
| Are ſo far from underſtood, 
We count them Vice: Alas ! our Sight's fo ill, 
That things which ſwifteſt move, ſeem to ſtand ſtill; 
We look not upon Virtue in her Height, 
On her ſupreme Idea, brave and bright, 
| In the original Light; 
But as her Beams, reflected, paſs . 
Thro' our own Nature, or ill Cuſtom's Glaſs; 
And *'tisno Wonder fo, 
If with dejected Eye, 
"naw? In ſtanding Pools we ſeek the Sky, 
That Stars fo high above, ſhould feem to us below. 
Can we ſtand by, and ſee 
Our Mother robb'd, and bound, and raviſh'd be ; 
l vet not to her Aſſiſtance ſtir, 
Pleas'd with the Strength and Beauty of the Raviſher ? 
Or ſhall we fear to kill him, if before 
| The cancel'd Name of Friend he bore : 
Ingrateſul Brutus do they call ? 
Ingrateful Ce/ar, who could Rome enthral ! 
An Act more barbarous and enratural, 
In th' exact Balance of true Virtue try'd) 
Than his Succeflor Vere's Parricide. * 55. 
| There's none but Brutus could deſerve 
That all Men elſe would wiſh to ſerve, 
And Ce/ar's uſurp*d Place to him ſhould proffer ; 
N one can deferve't but he who would retule the Offer. 


Ill 
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In Szla's Shades, or on Taburnus' og : 


Brutus. Bull. EE 


Ti! Fate aſſum'd a Body thee 7 
And wrap'd itſelf i'th' Terrors of the Night; 
PI! meet thee at Philippi, ſaid the Spright : 
f IT mcet thee there, ſaid'ſt thou, 
With ſuch a Voice, and ſuch a Brow, 
Az put the trembling Ghoſt to ſudden Flight. 
What Joy can human Things to as afford, 
When we ſee periſh thus, by odd Events, 
Ill Men and wretched Accidents, 
The beſt Cauſe, and beſt Man that ever drew a Sword ? 
When we ſee 
The falſe Ofawins and wild Anthony, 
God-hke- Brutus conquer thee ? 
What can we ſay, but thy own tragick Word, 
That Virtue, which had worſhipp*d been by thee, 
As the moſt ſolid Good, and greateſt Deity, 
By that fatal Proof became, | 
An Idol only, and a Name? Ccaol. 


B UL L. See Enjoyment, General. 
So fares the Bull in his lov'd Female's Sight, 

proudly he bellows, and preludes the Fight: 

He tries his goring Horns againſt a Tree, 

And meditates his abſent Enemy: 

He puſhes at the Winds, he digs the Strand | 

With his black Hoofs, and ſpurns the yellow Sand. Dryd. irg. 
As when two Bulls for their fair fo emale fight, 


With Horns adverſe they meet ; the Keeper flies : 

Mute ſtands the Herd; the Heifers roll their Eyes, 

And wait th*Event, which Victor they ſhall bear, 

And who ſhall be the Lord, to rule the luſty Year, 

With Rage of Love the jealous Rivals buru, 

and Puſh for Puſh, and Wound for Wound return. 

Their Dewlaps gor'd, their Sides are lav'd in Blood; 

Loud Cries and roaring Sounds rebellow thro? the Wood. Dy. 
'Thus a ftrong Bull Lands threat'ning furious War; (Vg. 

He flouriſhes his Horns, looks ſourly round, 

And hoarſly bell'wing, traverſes the Ground, | 

For want of Foes he does the Wood provoke, ' 

Runs his curl'd Head againſt the next tall Oak, 

Tung a nobler Object of his Stroke. Blac. 
So when a Bull, nodding his brindled Heal, 


And ſoftly bell'wing, traverſes the Mead; 
Vor. I. F 
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If then he finds th'invading Hornet cling 

Cloſe to his Flank, and feels the poiſon'd Sting ; 

The wounded Beaſt, enrag'd and roaring out, 

Whiſks round his Tail, and flings and flies about ; 

Mad with th'adhering Plague's tormenting Pain, 

He ſcares the Herds, and raving ſcours the Plain. Hlac. 
Thus as a Bull encompaſsd with a Guard, 

Amid the Circus roars ; provok'd from far 

By fight of Scarlet, and a ſanguine War: 

They quit their Ground; his bending Horns elude, 

In vain purſuing, and in vain purſu'd. Dryd. Ovid. 


BULL-BAITING. 

So when a gen'rous Bull for Clowns delight, 
Stands with his Line reſtrain'd prepar'd for Fight; 
Hearing the Youth's loud Clamour, and the ee, 
Of barking Maſtiffs eager to engage ; 

He ſnuffs the Air, and paws the trembling Ground, 
Views all the Ring, and proudly walks it round: 
Defiance low'ring on his brindled Brows, 

Around, diſdainful Looks the griſly Warriour throws: 
His haughty Head inclin'd with eaſy Scorn, 

Th' invading Foe high in the Air is borne, 

Toſt from the Combatants victorious Horn. 

Rais'd to the Clouds, the ſprawling Maſtiffs fly, 
And add new Monſters to the frighted Sky ; 

The clam'rous Youth to aid each other call, 

On their broad Backs to break the Fay'rite's Fall : 
Some ſtretch'd out in the Field he dead, and ſome 
Dragging their Entrails on, run howling home. 
Wit difproportion'd Numbers preſs'd at length, 
He breaks his Chain collecting all his Strength; 
Then Dogs and Maſters ſcar'd, promiſcuous fly, 
And fall'n in Heaps the pale Spectators lie; 

He walks in Triumph, nodds E. conqu' ring Head, 


And proudly views the Spoils about him ſpread. Bla, 


BULLET. 
So the cold Bullet, that with Fury flung 
From Balearick Engines mqunt on high, 
Glows in the whirl, and burns along the Sky. A2. Ovid. 


dUSINESS..- 
Thou Changling, thou bewitch'd with Noiſe and Show, 
Would'ſt into Courts and Cities from me go; Would'ſt 


— 
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Buſineſs. Butcher. 99 


Would'ſt fee the World abroad, and have a Share 
In all the Follies and the Tumults there; 
Thou would'ſt, forſooth, be ſomething in the State, 
And Bus'neſs thou would'ſt have, and would'ſt create 
Bus'neſs ; the frivolous Pretence 
Of human Luft, to ſhake off Innocence, Convl. 
Bus'neſs, which dares the Joys of Kings invade! Dry. 
If there be Man, ye Gods, I ought to hate; 
Dependance and Attendance be his Fate : 
Still let him buſy be, and in a Croud, 
And very much a Slave, and very proud. Cowl, 
The Day was made 
To number out the Hours of buſy Men, 
Let them be buſy ſtill, and ſtill be wretched, 
And take their Fall of anxious drudging Day. Dryd. Amphit. 
The Tide of Bus'neſs, like the running Stream, f 
Is ſometimes high, and ſometimes low, 
A quiet Ebb or a tempeſtuous Flow, 
And always in Extream : 
Now with a noiſeleſs gentle Courſe, 
It keeps within the middle Bed; 
Anon it lifts aloft the Head, 
And bears down all before it with impetuous Force: 
And Trunks of Trees come rolling down, 
Sheep and their Folds together drown ; 
Both Houſe and Homeſted into Seas are borne, 
And Rocks are from their old Foundations torn, 
And Woods, made thin with Winds, their ſcatter'd Ho- 


(nours mourn. Dryd. Hor. 


BUTCHER. 
A Wight, 

With Gauntlet blue, and Baſes white 
And round blunt Dudgeon by his Side, 
Inur'd to Labour, Sweat and Toll ; 
And, like a Champion, ſhone with Oil: 
No Engine or Device Polemick, 
Diſeaſe, nor Doctor Epidemick, 
'Tho' ſtor'd with deletery Med'cines 
(Which whoſoever took is dead ſince) 
E' er ſent ſo vaſt a Colony 
To both the Under-Worlds as he: 
For he was of that nobler Trade, 
That Demi-Gods and Heroes made : 


F 2 Slaughter 
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Slaughter, and Knocking on the Head; 
'The Trade to which they all were bred; 
And is, like others, glorious when 

*Tis great and large, but baſe if mean: 
The former rides in Triumph for it, 
The latter in a two-wheePd Chariot; 
For daring to prophane a Thing 

So ſacred, with vile Bungling. 


C 


x CALM - 
Now the loud Winds are lull'd into a Peace. Dryd. Ovid. 
The Tempeſt is o'erblown, the Skies are clear, 
And the Sea charm'd into a Calin fo ſtill, | 


That not a Wrinkle ruffles her ſmooth Face. Dryd. Don. Se. 


As when a gen'ral Darkneſs veils the Main, 
(Soft Zephyr curling the wide wat'ry Plain) 
The Waves ſcarce heave, the Face of Ocean ſleeps, 
And a ſtill Horrour ſaddens all the Deeps. Pope Hom, 
We often ſee againſt ſome Storm 
A Silence in the Rev i, the Rack ſtand ſtill; 
The bold Winds ſpeechleſs, and the Orb below 


As huſh as Death. Shak. Ham. 
Calm as the Breath which fans our Eaſtern Grove. Dry. 
( Auren, 


As peaceful Seas that know no Storms, and only- 

Are gently lifted up and down by Tides. Rowe Fair Pen. 
Calm as deep Rivers in ſtill Ev'nings roll. Blac. 
The Clouds diſperſe, the Winds their Breath reſtrain, 

And the huſh'd Waves lie flatted on the Main. Dryd. Virg. 

Still as old Chaos before Motion's Birth. Coaul. 


| CARE. 

Care, that in Cloyſters only ſeals her Eyes; 
Which Youth thinks Folly, Age as Wiſdom owns : 
Fools, by not knowing her, outlive the Wiſe ; 
She viſits Cities, but ſhe dwells in Thrones. Daw. Gond, 

All Creatures elſe a Time of Love poſſeſs, 
Ian only clogs with Cares his Happineſs ; 
Ard while he ſhould enjoy his Part of Bliſs, (of Gran. 
ith Thoughts of what may be, deſtroys what is. Dryd.Cong- 
What in this Life which ſoon muſt end, 
Can all our vain Defigns intend? + 


Frem 
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From Shore to. Shore why ſhould we run, 
When none his tireſome Self can ſhun ? 
For baneful Care will fill prevail, 
And overtakeus under Sail: 
"Twill dodge the great Man's Train behind, 
Out-run the Doe, outfly the Wind, 
4 If then thy Soul rejoice 'To-day 
Drive far 'To-morrow Cares away; 
In Laughter let them all be drown'd : 
No perfect Good is to be found. Ot, for. 
An angry Care did dwell 
7 In his dark Breaſt, and all gay Forms expel. Co aul. 
; A thouſand Cares his lab'ring Breaſt revolves ; 
Inly he groans, while Glory and Deſpair 
F Divide his Heart, and raiſe a doubtful War. Pepe Hom, 


CAULDRON. 
So when with crackling Flames a Cauldron fries, 
The bubbling Waters from the Bottom riſe : 
uy Above the Brums they force their ay Way, 


Black Vapours climb aloft, and cloud the Day. Dryd. Virg. 
. CENTAUR. 1 
7 Like cloud- born Centaur, from the Mountain's Height, 


6 With rapid Courſe, deſcending to the Fight, 

5 They ruſh along: The rattling Woods give way, 

Fa The Branches bend before their ſweepy Sway. Dryd. Virg. 
- The cloud-begottenRace, half Man, half Beaſt. Dryd. Ovid. 


The Centaur Cyllarus. 
e Nor could thy Form, O Cyllarus, foreſlow 
Thy Fate; (if Form to Monſters we allow) 
uſt bloom'd thy Beard, thy Beard of golden Hue, 
hy Locks in golden Waves about thy Shoulders flew, 
Sprightly they look; thy Shapes in ev'ry Part 
So clean, as might inſtruct the Sculptor's Art, 
4 As far as Man extended ; where began 
"= The Beaſt, the Beaſt was equal to the Man. 
Add but a Horſe's Head and Neck, and he, 
O Caftor, was a Courſer worthy thee, 
So was his Back proportion'd for the Seat; 
15 So role his brawny Cheſt, fo ſwiftly mov'd his Feet: 


F 3 Coal- 
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Coal- black his Colour, but like Jet it ſhone; 
His Legs and flowing Tail were white alone. Dyyd. Ovid. 


CERBERUS. 
In his Den they found 
The triple Porter of the Stygian Sound, 
Grim Cerberus; who ſoon began to rear 
— ereſted Snakes, and arm'd his 4 Hair; 
'ning his greedy grinning Jaws, he gapes 
Wich x DJs — dos $, FM Dryd. Virg. 
For as the Pope, that keeps the Gate 
Of Heav'n, wears three Crowns of State; 
So he, that keeps the Gates of Hell, 
Proud Cerb'rus, wears three Heads as well; 
And, if the World have any Froth, 
Some have been canoniz'd in both. Hud, 


CHAOS. 
The Womb of Nature, and perhaps her Grave! 
Gloomy Deep! dreary Plain! forlorn and wild! 
The Seat of Deſolation ! void of Light, 
Save what the Glimm'ring of Hell's livid Flames 
Caſts pale and dreadful. Mili. 
Rude undigeſted Maſs ! 
A lifeleſs Lump, unfaſhion'd and unfram'd, 


Of jarring Seeds, and juſtly Chaos nam'd. Dryd. Ovid. 


Before their Eyes in ſudden View appear 
The Secrets of the hoary Deep: A dark 

Illimitable Ocean without Bound, | 

Without Dimenſion ; where Length, Breadth, and Height, 
And Time and Place, are loſt : Where eldeſt Night, 

And Chaos, Anceſtors of Nature, hold 

Eternal Anarchy, amidſt the Noiſe 

Of endleſs Wars, and by Confukon ſtand : | 

For Het, Cold, Moiſt, and Dry, four Champians fierce, 
Strive here for Maſt'ry, and to Battel brin 

Their Embryon Atoms: They around the Flag 

Of each his Faction, in their ſeveral Clans, 

Light-arm'd or heavy, ſharp, ſmooth, ſwift, or ſlow, 
Swarm populous : unnumber'd as the Sands 

Of Barca, or Cyrene's torrid Soil, 

Levy'd to fide with warring Winds, and poiſe 

Their lighter Wings. To whom theſe moſt adhere. 
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He rules a Moment: Chaos Umpire fits, 2 

And by Deciſion more embroils the Fray, 

By which he reigns ; next him high Arbiter 

Chance governs all. | Milt. 
And now the Goddeſs with her Charge deſcends, 

Where ſcarce one chearful Glimpſe their Steps befriends. 

Here his forſaken Seat old Chaos keeps, 

And, undiſturb'd by Form, in Silence ſleeps : 

A griſly Wight, and hideous to the Eye, 

An aukward Lump of ſhapeleſs Anarchy ; 

With ſordid Age his Features are defac'd, 

His Lands unpeopled, and his Countries waſte, 

Upon a Couch of Jet, in theſe Abodes, 

Dull Night, his melancholy Conſort, nods. 

No Ways and Means their Cabinet employ, 
But their dark Hours they waſte in barren Joy. Gay. 
As he profeſs'd, 

He had Fir Matter ſeen undreſs'd, 
He took her naked, all alone 
Before one Rag of Form was on : 
The Chaos too he had deſcry*d 
And ſeen quite thro”, or elſe he ly'd. Hud. 
Order, a baniſtd Rebel, flies the Place, 
And Strife and Uproar fill the noi!y Space: 
Tumult and Mijrule pleaſe at Chao, Court, 
And everlaſting Wars his Throne ſupport ; 
Pleas'd with thoſe Subjects moſt that leaſt obey. 
Here heavier Seeds ruſh on in nnm'rous Swarms, 
And cruſh their lighter Foes with, pond'rous Arms. 
The lighter ſtraight command with equal Pride, 
And on mad Whirlings in wild Triumph ride: 
None long ſubmits to a ſuperior Pow'r ; 
Each yields, and in his Turn 1s Conquerour. Blac, 


S ATAN', Pafage thre CHAOS, 

The wary Fiend ſtood on the Brink of Hell, 
And look'd a while into this wild Abyſs, - 
Pond'ring his Voyage; for no narrow Frith 
He had to croſs : Nor was his Ear leſs peal'd 
With Noiſes oud and ruinous, (to compare 
Great things with ſmall) than when Bellona ſtorms 
With all her batt'ring Engines, bent to raze 
Some Capital City; or leſs than if this Frame 
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Of Heav'n were falling, and theſe Elements 

In Mutiny had from her Axle torn 

_ The ſtedfaſt Earth. At laſt his ſail- broad Vans 

He ſpreads for Flight, and in the ſurging Smoke 
Uplifted ſpurns the Ground: Thence many a League 
As in a cloudy Chair aſcending, rides 

Audacious; but that Seat ſoon failing, meets 

A vaſt Vacuity : All unawares, | 

Flutt'ring his Penons vain, plump down he drops 

Ten thouſand Fathom deep; and to this Hour 

Down had been falling, had not by ill Chance 

The ſtrong Rebuff of ſome tumultuous Cloud, 

Inftin& with Fire and Nitre, hurry'd him 

As many Miles aloft : That Fury ſtaid 

Quench'd in a boggy Syrtis, neither Sea 

Nor good dry tes. igh founder'd on he fares, 
Treading the crude Conſiſtence; half on foot, 

Halt flying; behoves him now both Oar and Sail: 

As when a Gryphon, thro? the Wilderneſs 

With winged Courſe o'er Hill or moory Dale, 

Purſues the Arimaſpian, who by Stealth 

Had from his wakeful Cuſtody purloin'd 

'The guarded Gold; ſo eagerly the Fiend 

O'er Bog or Steep, thro? ſtraight, rough, denſe, or rare, 
With Head, Hands, Wings, or Feet purſues his Way, 
And ſwims, or finks, or wades, or creeps, or flies. 

At length a univerſal Hubbub wild 

Of itunning Sounds, and Voices all confus'd, 

Lorne thro' the ho low Dark, aflfaults his Ear 

With loudeſt Vehemence : when ſtraight behold the Throne 
Of Chaos, and his dark Pavilion ſpread 

Wide on the waſteful Deep: With him enthron'd 

Sate ſable-veſted Night, eldeſt of things, 

The Conſort of his Reign: And by them ſtood 

Orcus and Hades, and the dreaded. Name 

Of Demogorgon; Rumour next, and Chance, 

And Tumult and 1 all embroil'd, 

And Diſcord, with a thouſand various Mouchs. 

Satan thence ' * 
Springs upward like a Pyramid of Fire 
Into the wild Expanſe; and thro? the Shock 
Of fighting Elements, on all Sides round 
Environ'd, wins his way. . 


At laſt the ſacred Influence 


Of 
Sh 
A 
He 
As 
W 
T 
W 
A 
G 
V 
Q 
A 
E 
L 
( 
1 
( 


— 


Chaos. Chaplain. Chariot. Chariot- Race. 105 


Of Light appears, and from the Walls of Heav'n 
Shoots far into the Boſom of dim Night 

A glimm'ring Dawn: Here Nature firſt begins 
Her fartheſt Verge, and Chaos to retire, 

As from her outmoſt Works, a broken Foe, 

With Tumult leſs, and with leſs hoſtile Din: 
That Satan with leſs Toil, and now with Eaſe 
Wafts on the calmer Wave by dubious Light; 


And, like a Weather-beaten Veſſel, holds 


Gladly the Port, tho* Shrowds and Tackle torn. Milt. 
Satan thus 

Voyag'd th' unreal, vaſt, unbounded Deep 

Of horrible Confuſion; 

And thro' the palpable Obſcure toil'd out 

His uncouth Paſſage, ſpreading his airy Flight, 

Upborne with indefatigable Wings, 

Over the vaſt Abrupt; compell'd to ride & 

Th? untractable Abyſs, plung'd in the Womb 

Of unoriginal Night, and Chaos wild. Mi. 


CHAPLAIN. See Pref. 
CHARK-IO'F, 
Bold Erichthenius was the firſt that join'd 
Four Horſes for the rapid Race deſign'd, 
And o'er the duſty Wheels preſiding fate ; 
The Lapithe to Chariots add the State 
Of Bits and Bridles; taught the Steed to bound, 
To run the Ring and trace the mazy Ground ; 
To ſtop, to fly, the Rules of War to know, 
T*obey the Rider, and to dare the Foe, Dryd. Firg. 


C HARIOT- RAC E. 

Haſt thou beheld when from the Goal they part? 
The youthful Charioteers with heaving Heart, 
Kuſh to the Race, and, panting, ſcarcely bear 
Th? Extieams of fev'riſn Hope and chilling Fear; 
Stoop to the Reins, and laſh with all 2 
The flying Chariots kindle in the Courſe, 
And now alow, and now aloft they fly, 
As borne thro' Air, and ſeem to touch the Sky: 
No "ow! no Stay; but Clouds of Sand ariſe, 
Spurn'd, and caſt backward in the Foll'wers Eyes: 
The hindmoſt blows the Foam upon the firſt; 


bach is tue “Love of Praiſe, and honourable Thick DH hing. 
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So four fierce Courſets, ſtarting to the Race, 
Scour thro? the Plain, and lengthen ev'ry Pace: 
Nor Reins, nor Curbs, nor threatning Cries they fear, 
But force along the trembling Charioteer. Dryd. Virg. 
The Driver whirls the lengthful Thong, 
The Horſes fly, the Chariot ſmokes along : 
Clouds from their Noftrils the fierce Courſers blow, 
And from their Sides the Foam deſcends in Snow. Pop. Hem, 


CHARNEL-HOUSE. 
Behold a Charnel-Houſe 
O'er-cover'd quite with dead Mens rattling Bones, 
With reeky Shanks, and yellow chapleſs Skulls. 
| (Shak. Rom. & Jul. 


CHARON. 
Upon the 'gloomy Banks of Acheron, 
Whoſe troubled Eddies, thick with Ooze and Clay, 
Are whirl'd aloft, and in Cocytus loſt, 
Old Charon ſtands who rules the dreary Coaſt ; 
A ſordid God ! down from his hoary Chin 
A Length of Beard deſcends, uncomb'd, unclean : 
His Eyes like hollow Furnaces of Fire : ' 
A Girdle, foul with Gyeaſe, binds his obſcene Attire, 
He ſpreads his Canvaſs ; with his Pole he ſteers : 
The rights of flitting Ghoſts in his thin Bottom bears : 
He look'd in Years ; yet in his Years were ſeen 
A youthful Vigour, and autumnal Green. Dryd. Virg. 


CHEAT. See Coward. 
Doubtleſs the Pleaſure is as great, 

Of being cheated, as to cheat. 

As Lookers-on feel moſt Delight, 

That leaft perceive the Juggler's Slight; 

And ſtill the leſs they underſtand, 

The more th'admire the Slight of Hand. Hud. 

For the dull World moſt Honour pay to thoſe, 

Who on their Underſtanding moſt impoſe, 
Firſt Man creates, and then he fears, the Elf: 
'Thus others cheat him not, but he himſelf, 
He loaths the Subſtance, and he loves the Show : 
He hates Realities, and hugs the Cheat, 
And ftill the only Pleaſure's the Deceit. 
So Meteors flatter with a dazling Dye, 
Which no Exiſtence has but in ye. 
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At Diſtance Proſpects pleaſe us, but when near, 

We find but deſart Rocks and fleeting Air; 

From Stratagem to Stratagem we run, 

And he knows moſt, who lateſt is undone. Gar. 
An honeſt Man may take a Knave's Advice: 

But Idiots only will be couzen'd twice : 

Once warn'd is well bewared. Dryd. the Cock and the Fox. 

For once deceiv'd, was his; but twice, was mine. PopeHom. 


CHIMARA, 
A mangled Monſter, of a mortal Kind ; 
Behind, a Dragon's fiery Tail was ſpread : 
A Goat's "_ Body bore a Lion's Head : 


Her pitchy Noſtrils flaky Flames expire; | 
Her gaping Throat emits infernal Fire. Pope Hoem. 
3 By Ay 


There with like Haſte to ſeveral Ways they run, 
Some to undo, and ſome to be undone, 
While Luxury and Wealth, like War and Peace, 
Are each the other's Ruin and Increaſe : \ 
As Rivers loſt in Seas, ſome ſecret Vein 
Thence re-conveys, there to be loſt again, Der. 


CLIFF. 

Behold a Cliff, whoſe high and bending Head 
Looks dreadful down upon the roaring Deep : 
How fearful, 
And dizzy *tis to caſt one's Eyes ſo low! 
The Crows and Choughs, that wing the mid-way Air, 
Shew ſcarce fo groſs as Beetles : Half-way down + | 
H * one that gathers Samphire: Dreadful Trade! 
The Fiſhermen that walk upon the Beech, 
Appear like Mice; and yon tall 3 
Seems leſſen'd to her Cock; her Cock a Buoy, 
Almoſt too ſmall for Sight. The murm'ring Surge 
Cannot be heard ſo high. Shake. K. Lear. 

As from ſome ſteep and dreadful Precipice, 
The frighted Traveller caſts down his Eyes, 
And ſees the Ocean at ſo great a Diſtance, 
It looks as if the Skies were ſunk beneath him : 
If then ſome neighb'ring Shrub, how weak foc'er, 
Peep up, his villas Eyes ſtop gladly there, 
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And ſeem to caſe themſelves, and reſt upon it. Dryd. Riu. Lad 
As one condemn'd to leap a Precipice, 

Who ſees before his Eyes the Depth beiow, - 

Stops ſhort, and looks abcut for ſome kind Shrub 

To break his dreadful Fall. Dryd. Span. Fry. 


CLOUDS, See Deluge. Storm. Tempeſt. T hunder. Wind, 
Not one kind Star was kindled in the Sky, | 
Nor could the Moon her borrow'd Light ſupply : 


For miſty Clouds ipvoly'd the Firmament, 


Ihe Stars were muMed, and the Moon was pent. Dryd. Virg. 
Mark what collected Night involves the Skies. Dryd. Virg. 
O'erſpreading Miſts th'extinguiſh'd Sun- beams drown, 

Dark Clouds o'er all the black Horizon frown, 

And hang their deep hydropick Bellies down. Blac. 

The low'ring Clouds that dip themſelves in Rain, 

To ſhake thely Fleeces on the Earth again. Dryd. Iud. Erg. 
The Rack of Clouds is driving on the Wind, 

And ſhews a Break of Sunſhine. Drya. D. of Guile, 

When on their March embattePd Clouds appear, 


What formidable Gloom their Faces wear ! 


How wide their Front! How deep and black the Rear 


How do their threat'ning Heads each other throng ! 

How flow the crouding Legions move along 

The Winds, with all their Wings, can ſcarcely bear, 
Th' oppreſſive Burden of the impending War. Blac. 


COC K. See Creation. Sleep, 
Within this Homeſteed liv'd, without a Peer 


For crowing loud, the noble Chauticlcer. 


So hight the Cock, whoſe Singing did ſurpaſs 


The merry Notes of Organs at the Maſs: 
More certain was the Crowing of this Cock 
To number Hours, than is an Abbey-Clack ; 
And ſooner than the Mattin-Bell was rung, 
He clap'd his Wings upon his Rooſt and ſung. 
High was his Comb, and coral- red withal, 
In Wo imbattel'. like a Caitle- Wall : 


His Bill was raven-black, and ſhone like jet; 
Blue were his Legs, and onent were his Feet; 


White were his Nails, like Silver to behold ; 
His Body glitt'ring like the burniſh'd Gold. 
'T his gentle Cock, for Solace of his Life, 
Su Miſſes had beſides his lawful Wife; 


Cock. Comet. 


Dame Parties was the Sov'reign of his Heart; 
Ardent in Love, outrageous in his Play, | 
He feather'd her a hundred times a Day; 

And ſhe, that was not only paſling fair, 

But was withal difcreet and debonair ; 

Refolv'd the paſſive Doctrine to fulfil, 

Tho? loth, and jet him work his wicked Will: 

At Board and Bed was affable and kind, 
According as the Marriage-Vow did bind, 

And as the Church's Precept had enjoin'd. 

By this her Huſband's Heart ſhe did obtain; 
{What cannot Beauty, join'd with Virtue gain?) 
She was his only Joy, and he her Pride; 

She, when he walk'd, went pecking by his Side: 
burning up the Ground he ſprung a Corn, 

The Tribute in his Bill to h-r was borne. 

But oh ! what Joy it was to hear him fin 

in Summer, when the Day began to fpring ! 
Stretching his Neck, and warbling in his Throat, 
$:1us cum ſola, was his only Note. Dryd. Chauc. The Cock and 


'The crowing Cock (the Fox. 
Salutes the Light, and ſtruts before his feather'd Flock. 
1 16 Dirpd. Thee. 
COMET. 


Thus threat'ning Comets, when by Night they riſe, 
Shoot ſanguine Streams, and ſadden all the Skies, Dryd.Yirg. 
He, like a Comet, burn'd, — 
That fires the Length of Opbiucus huge 
In th” Ar ich Sky; and from his horrid Hair 


Shakes Peſtilence and War. Milt, 
Portending Blood, like blazing Star, 


The Beacon of approaching War. Hud, 
As the red Comet, from Saturnius lent | 

To iright the Nations with a dire Portent, 

(A fatal Sign to Armies om the Plain. 

Or trembling Sailors on the wint'ry Main) 

With ſweeping Glories glides along in Air, 

And ſhakes the Sparkles from'his blazing Hair. Pope Hom. 
Hung be the Heav'ns with Black; yield Day to Night: 

Comets, importing Change to Times and States, 

Brandiſh your golden Treſſes in the Skies. 

And with them ſcourge the bad revolted Stars, 

That have conſented unto Henry's Death. Shak, x Her. 6. 


When 
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When Beggars die, there are no Comets ſeen, 
The Heav'ns themſelves blaze forth the Death of Princes. 


812 Shak. Jul. Caf. 
COMPASSION, 
Compaſſion proper to Mankind appears, 
Which Nature witneſs'd when ſhe lent us Tears. 
Of tender Sentiments we only give 
Thoſe Proofs ; To weep is our Prerogative ; 
To ſhew by pitying Looks and melting Eyes, 
How with a fo ring Friend we ſympathize. 
Who can all Senſe of other's Ills eſcape, 
Is but a Brute at beſt in haman Shape. 
This natural Piety did firſt refine 
Our Wit, and rais'd our Thoughts to Things divine : 
This proves our Spirit of the Gods Deſcent, 
While that of Beaſts is prone and downward bent: 
To them, but Earth-born Life they did diſpenſe ; 
To us, for mutual Aid, celeftial Senſe, Tate Juv, 


CON]JURERandALMANACK-MAKER, 
He had been long tow'rds Mathematicks, 

Opticks, Philoſophy, and Staticks, 

Magick, Horoſcopy, Aſtrology, 

And was an old Dog at Phyſiology. 

But as a Dog that turns the Spit, 

Beſtirs himſelf, and. plies his Feet 

To climb the Wheel, but all in vain, 

His own Weight brings him down again; 

And ſtill he's in the ſelf ame Place, 

Where at his Setting-out he was: 

So, in the Circle of the Arts, 

Did he advance his nat'ral Parts: 

Till falling back ſtill for Retreat, 

He fell to juggle, cant and cheat. 

For as thoſe Fowls that live in Water, 

Are never wet, he did but ſmatter. 

Whate'er he labour'd to appear, 

His Underſtanding ſtill was clear. 

He'ad read Dee's Prefaces before 

The Dewil, and Euclid o'er and o'er. 
He with the Moon was more familiar, 
Than e'er was Almanack Well-willer : 
Her Secrets underſtood fo clear, 

That ſome beliey'd he had been there: 


W 
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Knew when ſhe was in fitteſt Mood 

For cutting Corns and letting Blood ; 

When for 4 Scabs or Itches, 
y 


Or to the Bum applying Leeches ; 

When Sows and Bitches may be ſpay'd ; 
And in what Sign beſt Cyder's made; 
Whether the Wane be, or Increaſe, 

Beſt to ſet Garlick, or ſow Peaſe, 

He made an Inſtrument to know, 

If the Moon ſhine at Full or no, 

That would, as foon as e'er it ſhone, ſtraight, 
Whether *twere Day or Night, demonſtrate. 
Tell what her Diameter t an Inch is, 

And prove ſhe is not made of green Cheeſe. 
It would demonſtrate that the Man in 

The Moon's a Sea Mediterranean : 

And that it is no Dog nor Bitch, 
That ſtands behind him at his Breech ; 

But a huge Caſpian Sea or Lake, 

With Arms, which Men for Legs miſtake : 
How large a Gulf his Tail compoſes, 

And what a ly Bay his Noſe is, 
How many German Leagues by th' Scale 
Cape Snout's from Promontory Tail. 

He made a planetary Gin, 

Which Rats would run their own Heads in; 
And come on purpoſe to be taken, 

Without th' Expence of Cheeſe or Bacon, 
With Lute-ftrings he would counterfeit 
Maggots that crawl on Diſh of Meat. 
Quote Moles and Spots in any Place 
O'th* Body by the Index Faee. 

Detect loſt Maidenheads by Sneezing, 

Or breaking Wind of Dames, or piſſing. 

Cure Warts or Corns with Application 

Of Med'cines to th Imagination, 

Fright Agues into Dogs, and ſcare 

With Rhimes the Tooth-ach and Catarrh : 

He knew whatever's to be known; 

But, much more than he knew, would own. Had. 


CONSCIENCE. 
Severe Decrees may keep our Tongues in Awe, 


But to our Thoughts what Edict can give Law? * 
| n 
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Ev'n you yourſelf to your pwn Breaſt ſhall tell 
Your Crimes, and your own Conſcience be your Hell. 
What Bus'neſs has my Conſcience with a Crown ? 
She ſinks in Pleaſures, and in Bowls will drown. 
If Mirth ſhould fail, I'll buſy her with Cares; 
Silence her clam'rous Voice with louder Wars : 
Trumpets and Drums ſhall fright her from the Throne, 
As ſounding Cymbals aid the Iab'ring Moon. 
Repell'd by thoſe, more eager ſhe will grow, 
Spring back more ſtrongly like a Scythian Bow : 
Amidit your Train this unſeen Judge will wait, 
' Examine how you came by all your State; 
Upbraid your impious Pomp, and in your Ear 
Will hollow Rebel, Traitor, Murderer, 
Your ill-got Power wan Looks and Care ſhall bring, 
Known but by Diſconteat to be a King : | 
Of Crowds afraid, yet anxious when alone, 
You'll fit- and brood your Sorrows ona Throne. Dryd. Aurer, 
Nature has made Man's Breaſt no Windores, 
To publiſh what he does within Doors; 
Nor what dark Secrets there inhabit, 
Unleſs his own raſh Folly blab it: 
And a large Conſcience 1s all one, 


And fignihes the {ame with none. Hud. 
The Conſcience is the 'Teſt of ev'ry Mind; 
Seek not thyſelf without thyſelf to find. Dryd. Per/, 


My ugly Guilt flies in my conſcious Face, 
And I am vanquiſh'd, flain with Boſom-War. Lee M:th-r:4. 
Lead me where my own Thoughts themſelves may loſe me; 

Where I may doze out what I've left of Life, 

Forget myſelf, and this Day's Guilt, 

- CruelRemembrance, hoꝶ mall I appeaſe thee ! Oz. Yen. Pre/. 
Conſcience, the fooliſh Pride of doing well! Dr. Ind. Eig. 
Conſcience, that of all Phyſick works the laſt! Drys. Pal. 

(& Arc. 

The Conſcience of a People is their Pow'r.Dry.D. Oe. 
Conſcience is a Word that Cowards uſe, 

Devis'd at firſt to keep the Strong in Awe, Shak. Rich. 3. 

CONSPIRACY. 
O the curſt Fate of all Conſpiracies! 
They move on many Springs, if one but fail, 
The reſtiff Machine Stops. Did. Don. Seb. 
3 O Conſpiracy! | 
Sham'ſt thou to ſhew thy dang'rous Brow by Night, 
When Evils are moſt free? O then by Day 
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Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough 25 

To maſk thy monſtrous Viſage ? Seek for none; 

Hide it in Smiles and Aﬀaby ity 2 

for if thou put thy native Semblance on, 

Not Erebus itſelf were dim enough F 

To hide thee from Prevention. Shak. Jul. Cæſ. 


CONSTANCY. See Inconftancy. Proteſtations 
of Love. | 

Conſtant as Courage to the Brave in Battel ; 

Conſtant as Martyrs burning for their Gods. Lee. 
There's no ſuch thing as Conſtancy we call; ded 

Faith ties not Hearts, *tis Inclination all. 

Some Wit deform'd, or Beauty much decay'd, 

Firſt, Conſtancy in Love a Virtue made: | 

From Friendſhip they that Land- mark did remove, Gran. 

And falſely plac'd it on the Bounds of Love. Dryd. Cong. of 
The World's a Scene of Changes, and to be h E 

Conſtant, in Nature were beuten $ - 

For 'twere to break the Laws herſelf has made, 

Our Subſtances themſelves do fleet and fade: 

The moſt fix'd Being ſtill does move and fly, 

Swift as the Wings of Time 'tis meaſur'd 4 5 

Timagine then at Love thouid never ceaſe, 

Love, which is but the Ornament of theſe, 

Were quite as ſenſeleſs as to wonder why 

Beauty and Colour ſtay not when we die. Cowl, 


| CONT E INT. 
Content is Wealth, the Riches of the Mind; 

And happy he who can that Treaſure find ! 

But the baſe Mer ſtarves amidſt his Store, | 

Broods on his Gold; and, griping ſtill at more, Tale. 

dits fadly pining, and believes he's poor. Dry. Wife of Bath”; 
Content alone can all their Wrongs redreſs, 

Content, that other Name for Happineſs ; 

lis equal if our Fortunes ſhould augment, 

And ſtretch themſelves to the ſame vaſt Extent 

With our Deſires; or thoſe Deſires abate, 

rink and contract themſelves to fit our State. 

Ti unhappy Man, Slave to his wild Peng 

By feeding it, foments the raging Fire : 

His Gains augment his unextinguiſh'd Thirſt, 

With Plenty poor, and with 3 curſt, . 

| our 
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Sour Diſcontent that quarrels with our Fate 
May give freſh Smart, but not the old abate : 
Th uneaſy Paſſion's diſingenuous Wit, 
The Il] reveals, but hides the Benefit. 
Secure and free from Bus'neſs of the State, 
And more ſecure of what the Vulgar prate; 
Here I enjoy my private Thoughts, nor care 
What Rot for Sheep the Southern Winds prepare : 
Survey the neighb'ring Fields, and not repine, 
When I behold a larger Crop than mine. 
To ſee a Beggar's Brat in Riches flow, 
Adds not a Wrinkle to my even Brow. Dryd. Per. 
He laugh'd at all the Vulgar's Cares and Fears, 
At their vain Triumphs, and their vainer 'Tears : 
An equal Temper in his Mind he found, 


Plat 


When Fortune flatter'd him, and when ſhe frown'd.Dry. Juv. 


Since all great Souls ſtill make their own Content, 

We to ourſelves may all our Wiſhes grant; 

For nothing coveting, we nothing want. Dryd. Ind. Emp. 
They cannot want who wiſh not to have more : 

Who ever ſaid an Anchoret was poor ? Dry. Sec. Love, 
Forgive the Gods the reſt, and ſtand confin'd 

To Health of Body, and Content of Mind ? 

A Soul that can ſecurely Death defy, 

And count it Nature's Privilege to die * 

Serene and manly, harden'd to ſuſtain 

The Load of Life, and exercis'd in Pain ; 

Guiltleſs of Hate, and Proof againſt Defire ; 

That all things weighs, and nothing can admire. Dryd. Juv. 
Reſt we contented with our preſent State; _ 

*Tis anxious to enquire of future Fate. Dryd. K. Arts. 

Be ſatisfy'd and pleas'd with what thou art; 

Act chearfully and well th' allotted Part; 

Enjoy the preſent Hour, be thankful for the paſt, 

And neither fear nor wiſh th' Approaches of the laſt. 

| { Cowl. Mart. 


CORPS. 


A Lump of ſenſeleſs Clay ! the Leavings of a Soul. Dry. 


All pale he lies, and looks a lovely Flow'r, 
New cropt by Virgin Hands to dreſs the Bow'r : 
Unfaded yet, dut yet unfed below: Dryd. Virg. 


No more to Mother Earth, or the green Stem ſhall owe. 
CORN, 
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CORN. 


The headed Product of the golden Year. Dryd. Firg. 
As w ſudden Storm of Hail and Rain 


Beats to the Ground the yet unbearded Grain ; 

Think not the Hopes of Harveſt are deſtroy'd 

On the flat Field and on the naked Void: 

The light unloaded Stem, from Tempeſt freed, 

Will raiſe the youthful Honours of his Head ; 

And, ſoon reſtor'd by native Vigour, bear 

The timely Product of the bounteous Year. Dryd. Virg. 
As when a Field , 

Of Ceres, ripe for Harveſt, waving bends 

Her bearded Grove of Ears, which Way the Wind 

Sways them ; the careful Plowman doubting ſtands, 

Leſt on the Threſhing Floor his hopeful Sheaves 

Prove Chaff. Milt, 


COUNSELL O R, and Juſtice of the Peace. 
An old dull Sot, who'ad told the Clock | 

For many Years at Bridewell Dock, 
At Weſtminſter, and Hicks's Hall; 
And Hi#ius Doctius play'd in all: 
Where in all Governments and Times, 
He'd been both Friend and Foe to Crimes; 
And usd two equal Ways of gaining, 
By hind'ring Juſtice, or maintaining: 
To many a Whore gave Privilege, 
And whip'd for want of Quarteridge : 
Cart-loads of Bawds to Priſon ſent, 
For being behind a Fortnight's Rent; 
And many a truity Pimp and Crony, 
To Puddle-Dock fie want of Money. 
Engag'd the Conſtable to ſeize 
All thoſe who would not break the Peace; 
Nor give him back his own foul Words, 
Tho? ſometimes Commoners or Lords: 
And kept them Priſoners of Courſe, 
For being ſober at ill Hours? 
That in the Morning he might free, 
Or bind them over tor his Fee. 

Made Monſters fine, and Puppet-Plays, 
For Leave to practiſe in their Ways. 


Farm'd 
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Farm'd out all Cheats, and went a Share 
With th'Headborough and Scavenger, 
And made the Dirt th'Streets compound 
For taking up the publick Ground: 

The Kennel and the King's Highway, 
For being unmoleſted, ** 

Let out the Stocks, and Whipping-Poſt, 
And Cage, to thoſe that gave him moſt. 
Impos'd a Tax on Bakers Ears, 

And for falſe Weights on Chandeleers. 
Made Victuallers and Vantners fine 

For arbitrary Ale and Wine: 

But was a kind and conſtant Friend 

To all that regularly offend : 

As, Reſidentiary Bawds, 

And Brokers that receive ſtol'n Goods; 
That cheat in lawful Myſteries, 

And pay Church-Duties, and his Fees ; 
Hut was implacable and aukward 

To ſuch as interlop'd and hauker'd, 

To this brave Man the Knight repairs 
For Counſel in his Law-Affairs; e 
And found him mounted in his Pew, 
With Books and Money, plac'd for Shew, 
Like Neſt-Eggs to make Clients lay, 
And for his falſe Opinion pay. 

To whom the Knight with comely Grace, 
Put off his Hat, to put his Caſe: 

Which he as proudly entertain'd, 

As th' other courteouſly ftrain'd : 

And, to aſſure him *twas not that 

He look'd for, bid him put on's Hat. 
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Hail old Patrician Trees! ſo great and good a 
Hail ye Plebeian Underwood! 

Where the Poetick Birds rejoice, 


And, for their quiet Neſts and plenteous Food, 


Pray with their grateful Voice. 


Hail the poor Muſes richeſt Manor-Seat ! 


Ye Country Houſes and Retreat, 
Which all the happy Gods fo love, 
That for you oft they quit 


Their bright and great Metropolis above. 
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Here Nature does a Houſe for me erett ; 
Nature, the wiſeſt Architect! 
Who thoſe fond Artiſts does deſpiſe, 
That can the fair and living Trees neglect, 
Yet the dead Timber prize. 
Hear let me, careleſs and unthoughtful lying, 
HearJthe ſoft Winds, ave me flying, 
With all the wanton Boughs diſpute, 
And the more tuneful Birds to both replving ; 
Nor be myſelf too mute. 
A filver Stream ſtill rolls his Waters near, 
Gilt with Sun- beams here and there, | 
On whoſe enamel'd Bank Þ'1! walk, | 
And fee how prettily they ſmile, and hear | 
How prettily they talk. Cowl, vx 
O Fountains ! when in you ſhall I 1 
My ſelf, eas'd of unpeaceful Thoughts, eſpy ? } 
O Fields! O Woods! when, when, ſhall I be made 1 
The happy Tenant of your Shade ? [ 
Here's the Spring-Head of Pleaſure's Flood, 1 
Where all the Riches lie, that ſhe 4 
Has coin*d and ſtamp'd for Good. I 
Pride and Ambition, here, 
Only in far-fetch*d Metaphors appear. 
Here nought but Winds can hurtful Murmurs ſcatter, 
And nought but Echo flatter. 
The Gods, when they deſcended hither 
From Heav'n, did always chuſe this Way; 
And therefore we may boldly ſay, 
That 'tis the Way too thither. Cowl, 
How happy in his low Degree, 
How rich in humble Poverty 1s he, 
Who leads a quiet Country-Life, 
Diſcharg'd of Bus'neſs, void of Strife, 
And from the griping Scriv*ner free. 
Nor Trumpets ſummon him to War, 
Nor Dreams diſturb his Morning Sleep, 
Nor knows he Merchants gainful Gare, 
Nor fears the Dangers of the Deep. 
The Clamours of contentious Law, 
And Court and State he wiſely ſhuns ; 
Nor brib'd with Hopes, nor dai'd with Aws; 
To ſervile Salutations runs. 
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But either to the claſping Vine 
Does the ſupporting Poplar wed, 

Or with his Pruning-hook disjoin 
Unbearing Branches from their Head, 
And grafts more happy in their ſtead. 

Or climbing to a hilly Steep, 

He views his Herds in Vales afar, 

Or ſheers his aver-burden'd Sheep, 

Or Mead for cooling Drink prepares 
Of Virgin Honey in the Jars, 

Or in the new declining Year, 

When bounteous Autumn rears his Head, 

He joys to pull the ripen'd Pear, 
And cluſtering Grapes with purple ſpread. 

Sometimes beneath an antient Oak, 

Or on the matted Graſs he lies: 

No God of Sleep he need invoke, 

The Stream that o'er the Pebbles flies, 
With gentler Slumber crowns his Eyes. 

The Wind that whiſtles thro' the Sprays, 
Maintains the Conſort of the Song, 

And hidden Birds, with native Lays 
The golden Sleep prolong. 

But when the Blaſt of Winter blows, 
And hoary Froſt inverts the Vear, 

Into the naked Woods he goes, 

And ſeeks the tuſky Boar to rear, 
With well-mouth'd Hounds and pointed Spear. 

Or ſpreads his Subtile Nets from Sight, 
With twinkling Glaſſes to betray 

The Larks that in the Meſhes light; 

Or makes the fearful Hare his Prey. 

Amidſt his harmleſs eaſy Joys 
No anxious Cares invade his Health; 

Nor Love his Peace of Mind deſtroys, 
Nor wicked Avarice of Wealth. 

Thus, ere the Seeds of Vice were ſown, 
Liv*d Men in better Ages born; 

Who plough'd with Oxen of their own, 
Their ſmall paternal Field of Corn. Dryd. Hor. I Uk 


"Tis there we breathe, tis there we live: Anc 
'The beauteous Scene of aged Mountains, Nor 
Smiling Vallies, murm'ring Fountains ? Or 
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Lambs in flow'ry Paſtures bleating, 
Echo our Complaints repeating ; | 
Bees with buſy Sounds delighting, 
Groves to gentle Sleep inviting 
Whiſp'ring Winds the Poplars courting, 
Swains in ruſtick Circles ſporting : 
Birds in chearful Notes expreſſing 
Nature's Bounty and their Bleſſing: 
Theſe afford a laſting Pleaſure, 
Without Guilt, and without Meaſure. Brown. 
Happy the Man, whom bounteous Gods allow 
With his own Hands paternal Grounds to plow ! 
Like the firſt golden Mortals ha he, 
From Bus'neſs and the Cares of 7 thagd free 
No human Storms break off at Land his Sleep, 
No loud Alarms of Nature on the Deep : 
From all the Cheats of Law he lives ſecure, 
Nor does th'Affronts of Palaces endure. 
Sometimes the beauteous marriageable Vine 
He to the luſty Bridegroom Elm does join; 
Sometimes he lops the barren Trees around, 
And grafts new Life into the fruitful Wound ; 
Sometimes he ſhears his Flock}, and ſometimes he 
Stores up the golden Treaſures of the Bee, 
He ſees the lowing Herds walk o'er the Plain, 
While neighb'ring Hills low back to them again. 
And when the Seaſon, rich as well as gay, 
All her Autumnal Bounty does difplay, 
How is he pleas'd th” increafing Uſe to ſee 
Of his well-truſted Labours bend the Tree ! 
Of which large Stores, on the glad ſacred Days, 
He gives to Friends, and to the Gods repays. 
With how much Joy does he beneath ſome Shade, 
by aged Trees rev'rend Embraces made, 
is careleſs Head on the freſh Green recline, 
His Head uncharg'd with Fear, or with Deſign ! 
By him a River conſtantly complains ; 
The Birds above rejoice with various Strains 
And in the ſolemn Scene their Orgies keep, 
Like Dreams mix'd with the Gravity of Sleep. 
Sleep which does always there for entrance wait, 
And nought within againſt it bars the Gate. 
Nor does the rougheſt Seaſon of the Sky, 
Or ſullen Jove, all Sports to him deny: 
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He runs the Mazes of the nimble Hare, 

His well- mouth'd Dogs glad Conſort rends the Air; 
Or, with Game bolder, and rewarded more, 
He drives into a Toil the foaming Boar. ' 
Here flies the Hawk t'aſſault, — there the Net 

To intercept the trav' ling Fowl is ſet; 

And all his Malice, all his Craft is ſhewn 

In inn'cent Wars on Birds and Beaſts alone. 

This is the Life from all Misfortunes free, 

From thee, the great one, Tyrant Love ! from thee : 
And it a chaſt and clean, tho homely, Wife, 

Be added to the Bleſſings of this Life. 

Such as Apulia, frugal fill does bear, 

Who makes her Children, and her Houſe her Care, 
And joyfully the Work of Life does ſhare ; 

Nor thinks herſelf too noble or too fine, 

To pin the Sheepfold, or to milk the Kine: 

Who waits at Door againſt her Huſband come 
From rural Duties, late and weary'd, home; 
Where ſhe receives him. with a kind Embrace, 

A chearful Fire and a more chearful Face ; 

And fills the Bowl up to her homely Lord, 

And with domeſtick Plenty loads the Board : 

Not all the luſtful Shell-fiſh of the Sea, 

Dreſs'd by the wanton Hand of Luxury, 

Nor Ortalans, nor Godwits, nor the reſt 

Of coſtly Names that glorify a Feaſt, 

Are at a Prince's Table better Cheer, 


Than Lamb and Kid, Lettuce and Olives here. Cowl. Hy, 


Ah Prince ! hadſt thou but known the Joys which dwell 


With humble Fortunes, thou would'ſt curſe thy Royalty. 


Had Fate allotted us ſome obſcure Village, 

Where, with Life's Neceſſaries bleſt alone, 

We might have paſs'd in Peace our happy Days, 
Free from the Cares which Crowns and Empires bring; 
No wicked Stateſmen would with impious Arts 

Have ſtriv'n to wreſt from us our ſmall Inheritance, 


Or ſar the ſimple Hinds to noiſy Faction. Row. Amb, Step, 


Oh happy, if he knew his happy State, 
The Swain, who free from Bus'neſs and Debate, 
Receives his caſy Food from Nature's Hand, 
And juſt Returns of cultivated Land, 
No Palace with a lofty Gate he wants, 
T'admit the Tides of early Viſitants, 
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With eager Eyes devouring, as they paſs, 

The 33 Figures of Corinthian bratz ; 

No Statues threaten from high Pedeftals ; 

No Perſian Arras hides his homely Walls 

With antick Veſts, which thro' their ſhady Fold, 
Betray the Streaks of ill-diſſembled Gold. 

He boaſts no Wool, whoſe native White is dy'd 
With purple Poiſon of Afyrian Pride. 

No coſtly Drugs of Araby defile 

With foreign Scents the Sweetneſs of his Oil: a 
But eaſy Quiet, a ſecure Retreat, 

A harmleſs Life, that knows not how to cheat, 
With home-bred Plenty the rich Owner bleſs, 
And rural Pleaſures crown his Happineſs. 

Unvex'd with Quarrels, undiſturb'd with Noiſe, 
The country King his peaceful Realm enjoys, 
Cool Grots and hving Lakes, the flow'ry Pride 
Of Meads, and Streams that thro” the Valley glide, 
And ſhady Groves that eaſy Sleep invite, 

And after toilſome Days a foft Repoſe at Night. 
Wild Beaſts of Nature in his Woods abound ; 
And Youth, of Labour patient, plough the Ground, 
Inur'd to Hardſhip, and to homely Fare ; 

Nor venerable Age is wanting there, 

In great Examples to the youthful Train ; 

Nor are the Gods ador'd with Rites prophane. 
From hence A/trea took her Flight, and here 

The Prints of her departing Steps appear. 

Ye ſacred Muſes ! with whoſe Beauty fir'd, 

My Soul is raviſh'd, and my Brain infpir'd ; 
Whoſe Prieſt I am, whoſe holy Fillets wear, 
Would you your Poet's firſt Petition hear; 

Give me the Ways of wandr'ing Stars to know, 
The Depths of Heaven above, and Earth below ; 
Teach me the various Labours of the Moon, 

And whence proceed th' Eclipſes of the Sun ; 

Mt flowing Tides prevail upon the Main, 

And in what dark Receſs they ſhrink again ; 

What ſhakes the ſolid Earth, what Cauſe delays 
The Summer Nights and ſhortens Winter Days. 
But if my heavy Blood reſtrain the Flight 0 


Of my free Soul, aſpiring to the Height 
Of Nature, and unclouded Fields of Light; 
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My next Defire is, void of Care and Strife, 
To lead a ſoft, ſecure, inglorious Life. - 
A Country Cottage, near a cryſtal Flood, 
A 7 Valley, and a loſty Wood. 


Some God conduct me to the ſacred Shades, 
Where Bacchanals are ſung by Spartan Maids ; 
Or lift me high to Henn, hilly Crown, 

Or in the Plains of Tempe lay me down ; 

Or lead me to ſome ſolitary Place, 

And cover my Retreat from human Race. 

Happy the Man, who, ſtudying Nature's Laws, 
Thro' known Effects can trace their ſecret Cauſe : 
His Mind poſlefling in a quiet State, 

Fearleſs of Fortune, and reſign'd to Fate. 
And happy too is he who decks the Bow'rs- 
Of Sytvans, and adores the rural Pow'rs : 
Whoſe Mind, unmov'd, the Bribes of Courts can ſee, 
Their glitt'ring Baits and purple Slavery; 
Nor hopes the Peoples Praiſe, nor fears their Frown ; 
Nor, when contending Kindred tear the Crown, 
Will ſet up one, or pull another down. 

——— he hears, but hears from far, 
Of Tumults, and Deſcents, and diſtant War: 
Nor with a ſuperſtitious Fear is aw'd 
For what befalls at home or what abroad; 
Nor envies he the Rich their heapy Store, 
Nor his own Peace diſturbs with Pity for the Poor. 
He feeds on Fruits, which, of their own Accord, 
The willing Ground, and laden Trees afford. 
From his lov'd Home no Lucre can he draw : 
The Senate's mad Decrees he never ſaw, 
Nor heard at bawling Bars corrupted Law. 
Some to the Seas, and ſome to Camps, reſort ; 
And ſome with Impudence invade the Court : 
In foreign Countries others ſeek Renown, 
With Wars and Taxes others waſte their own; 
And Houſes burn, and Houſhold-Gods deface, 
To drink in Bowls, which glitt'ring Gems enchaſe ; 
To loll on Couches, rich with Citron Steds, 
And lay their guilty Limbs on Tyrian Beds. 
This Wretch in Earth intombs his golden Ore, 
Hov'ring and brooding on his bury'd Store. 
Some Patriot Fools to pop'lar Praiſe aſpire, 
Or publick Speeches, which worſe Fools admire; 


; 


While 
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While from both Benches, with redoubled Sounds, 
Th" Applauſe of Lords and Commoners abounds. 
Some thro' Ambition, or thro' Thirſt of Gold, 
Have ſlain their Brothers, or their Country ſold ; 
And, leaving their ſweet Homes, in Exile run 
To Lands that lie beneath another Sun. 
The Peaſant, innocent of all theſe Ills, 
With crooked Ploughs the fertile Fallows tills, 
And the round Year with 2 Labour fills. 
From hence the Country Markets are ſupply'd; 
Enough remains for Houſhold Charge befide, 
His Wife and tender Children to ſuſtain, - 
And gratefully to feed his dumb deſerving Train : 
Nor ceaſe his Labours till the yellow Fiel 
A full Return of bearded Harveſt yield ; 
A Crop ſo plenteous, as the Land to load, 
O'ercome the crowded Barn, and lodge on Ricks abroad. 
Thus ev'ry ſey'ral Seaſon is employ d, 
Some ſpent in Toil, and ſome in Eaſe enjoy'd. 
The yeaning Ewes prevent the ſpringing Year ; 
The loaded Boughs their Fruit in Autumn bear ; 
'Tis then the Vine her liquid Harveſt yields, 
Bak'd in the Sun-ſhine of aſcending Fields. 
The Winter comes, and then the falling Maſt 
For greedy Swine provides a full Repalt 
Then Olives, ground in Mills, their Fatneſs. boaſt ; 
And Winter Fruits are mellow'd by the Froſt. 
His Cares are eas'd with Intervals of Bliſs ; 
His little Children, climbing for a Kiſs, 
Welcome their Father's late Return at Night; 
His faithful Bed is crown'd with chaſte Delight: 
His Kine with ſwelling Udders ready ſtand, 
And, lowing for the Pail, invite the Milker's Hand. 
His wanton Kids, with budding Horns prepar'd, 
Fight harmleſs Battles in his homely Yard. 
Himſelf in ruſtick Pomp on Holy-days, 5 


* 
* 


To Rural Pow'rs a juſt Oblation pays; 

And on the Green his careleſs Limbs diſplays. 
The-Hearth is in the midſt ; the Herdſmen round 

The chearful Fire, provoke his Health in Goblets crown'd. 
He calls on Bacchus, and propounds the Prize ; 

The Groom his Fellow-Cooxe at Buts dehes, 

And bends his Bow, and levels with his Eyes: 
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Or, ſtript for Wreſtling ſmears his Limbs with Oil, 
And watches, with a Trip, his Foe to foil. 

Such was the Life the frugal Sabines led : 

So Remus and his Brother-God were bred ; 

From whom th' auſtere Etrurian Virtue roſe : 

And this rude Life our homely Fathers choſe. 

Old Rome from ſuch a Race deriv'd her Birth, 

(The Seat of Empire, and the conquer'd Earth) 

Which now on ſev'n high Hills triumphant reigns, 

And in that Compaſs all the World contains. 

Ere Saturn's rebel Son uſurp'd the Skies, 

When Beaſts were only ſlain for Sacrifice. 

While peaceful Crete enjoy'd her ancient Lord, 

E'er ſounding Hammers forg'd the inhuman Sword, 

E'er hollow Drums were beat, before the Breath 

Of brazen Trumpets rung the Peal of Death : 

The good old God his Hunger did aſſwage 

With Roots and Herbs; and gave the Golden Age. Dry. Virg. 
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A clowniſh Mein, a Voice with ruſtick Sound, 

And ſtupid Eyes that ever lov'd the Ground, 
The ruling Rod, the Father's. forming Care, 
Were exercis'd in vain, on Wit's Defpair ; 
The more inform'd, the leſs he underſtood, 
And deeper ſunk by flound'ring in the Mud, 
His Corn and Cattle were his only Care, 
And his ſupreme Delight a Conntry-Fair : 
His Quarter-Staff, which he could ne'er forſake, 
Hung half before, and half behind his Back ; 


_ Ho trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, {ard Ipbig. 


And whiſtled as he went for want of Thought. Dryd. Cym. 
COUNTRY-MAIDEN. 
Who, rich by Nature, ſcorns ſuperfluous Aid! 


How happy is the harmleſs Country-Maid, 


j 


Whoſe modeſt Cloaths no wanton Eyes invite, 
But, like her Soul, preſerve the native W hite. 
Whoſe little Store her well-taught Mind does pleaſe ; 


; Not pinch'd with Want, nor cloy'd with wanton Eate. 
Who, free from Storms which on the Great-ones fall, 
Makes but few Wiſhes, and enjoys them all. 

No Care, but Love, can diſcompoſe her Breaſt, 


Love, of all Cares, the ſweeteſt and the beſt ! 


While 
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While on ſweet Graſs her bleating Charge does lie, 

One happy Lover feeds upon her Eye: 

Not one, whom on her Gods or Men impoſe, 

But one whom Love has for this Lover choſe. 

Under ſome fav'rite Myrtle's ſhady Boughs, 5 
They ſpeak their Paſſions with repeated Vows : 

And whilſt a Bluſh confeſſes how ſhe burns, 

His faithful Heart makes as ſincere Returns. 

'Thus in the Arms of Love and Peace they lie : 

And, whilſt they live, their Flames can never die. Reſcom. 


COUNTRY-SQUIRE. 
In Eafter-Term, 

My younger Maſter's Worſhip comes to Town ; 
From Pedagogue and Mother juſt ſet free, 
The hopeful Heir of a great Family ; 
That with ſtrong Beer and Beef the Country rules, 
And ever ſince the Conqueſt have been Fools. 
And ſtill with careful Proſpect to maintain 
That Character, leſt croſſing of the Strain 
Should mend the Booby-breed, his Friends provide 
A Coufin of his own to be his Bride. 
And thus ſet out ys, 
With an Eſtate, no Wit, and a young Wife, 
The ſolid Comforts of a Coxcomb's Life ; 
Dunghil and Peaſe forſook, he comes to Towp, 
Turns Spark, learns to be lewd, and is undone. Roch. 


C OU RAG. E. 

The greateſt Proof of Courage we can give, 

Is then to die, when we have Pow 'r to live. How. Ind. Queen. 
But when true Courage is of Force bereft, | 

Patience, the only Fortitude, is left. Dryd. Cong. of Gran. 

veſt purſues where Courage leads the Way, Gar. 

To die, or conquer, proves a Heroe's Heart. Pope Hom. 
But ah! what uſe of Valour can be made, 

When Heav'n's propitious Pow'rs refuſe their Aid ? Dryd. Virg. 
God-like his Courage ſeem'd, whom nor Delight 

Could ſoften, nor the Face of Death affright Wall. 
All deſperate Hazards Courage do create, 

As he plays frankly, who has leaſt Eftate ; 

Preſence of Mind, and Coutage in Diſtreſs, 


Are more than Armies to procure Succeſs, Ded. Azren, - 
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Their Courage dwells not in a troubled Flood 
Of mounting Spirits, and fermenting Blood ; 
Lodg'd in the Soul, with Virtue over-rul'd, 
Inflam'd by Reaſon, and by Reaſon cool'd : 
In Hours of Peace content to be unknown, | 
And only in the Field of Battle ſhown. Add. 
Mere Courage is to Madneſs near ally d, | 
A brutal Rage, which Prudence does not guide, Biac. 
| - Then Hudibras 
Turn'd pale as Aſhes, or a Clout, 
But why, or wherefore, is a Doubt ; 
For Men will tremble and look paler 
With too much or too little Valour. Hud. 


COURT. See Flattery. Greatne/. 
The Court's a golden, but a fatal Circle, 
Upon whoſe magick Skirts a thouſand Devils, 
In cryſtal Forms, fit, tempting Innocence, 
And beckon early Virtue from its Centre. Lee Nero. 
Be careful to avoid both Courts and Camps, 
Where dilatory Fortune plays the Jile 
With the brave, noble, honeſt, gallant Man, 
To throw herſelf away on Fools and Knaves. Otzw, Orph. 
Bertram has been taught the Art of Courts, 
To gild a Face with Smiles, and leer a Man to Ruin. Dry. Span. 
Learn the cruel Arts of Courts, - (Fry. 
Learn to diſſemble Wrongs, to ſmile at Injuries, 
And ſuffer Crimes thou want'ſt the Pow'r to puniſh, 
Be eaſy, affable, familiar, friendly; 
Search, and know all Mankind's myſterious Ways, 
But truſt the Secret of thy Soul to none: 
This is the Way, | 
This only, to be ſafe in ſuch a World as this is. Row. L. 
Courts are the Places where beſt Manners flouriſh, 
Where the Deſerving ought to riſe, and Fools 
Make Show. Why ſhould I vex, and chafe my Spleen, 
To ſee a gawdy Coxcomb ſhine, when 1 3 
Have Senſe enough, to ſooth him in his Follies, 
And ride him to Advantage as I pleaſe ? Otao. Orph. 
What Man of Senſe would rack his gen'rous Mind, 
To practiſe all the baſe Formalities 
And Forms of Bus'neſs ? Force a grave ſtarch'd Face, 
When he's a very Libertine in's Heart ? 


Seem 
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Seem not to know this or that Man in publick, 


When privately perhaps they meet together, 
And lay the Scene of ſome braye Fellow's Ruin ? 


Such Things are done in Courts. Ot, Qrph. 
Virtue muſt be thrown off, 'tis a coarſe Garment, 
2 Too heavy for the Sunſhine of a Court. Oryd. Span. Fry. 


But Courtiers are to be accounted good, 

When they are not the laſt and worſt of diem. Dryd. Span. Fry. 
Farewell Court, 

Where Vice not only has uſarp'd the Place, 

But the Reward, and ev'n the Name of Virtue. Denh. Soph. 


þ CO W. | 
The Mother Cow muſt wear a low'ring Look, 
Sour-headed, ftrongly neck'd to bear the Yoke : 
Her double Dewlap from her Chin deſcends ; 
And at her Thighs the pond'rous Burden ends, 
Long are her Sides and large, her Limbs are great, 
a Rough are her Ears, and broad her horny Feet: 
Her Colour ſhining black, but fleck d with white, 
She toſſes from the Voke, provokes the Fight: 
She riſes in her Gait, is free from Fears, | 
And in her Face a Bull's Reſemblance bears ; 
Her ample Forehead with a Star is crown'd, 
| And with her Length of Tail ſhe ſweeps the Ground, 
| The Bull's Inſult at Four ſhe may ſuſtain, 
But after Ten from nuptial Rites refrain ; 
Six Seaſons uſe, but then releaſe the Cow, | 
Unfit for Love, or for the lab ring Plough. Dryd. Virg. 
The milky Mothers of the Plain. Dryd. Virg. 


COWARD. See Fear. 
The Good we act, the Ill that we endure, 
Tis all for Fear, to make our ſelves ſecure: 
Meerly for Safety after Fame we thirſt ; - 
_ all Men would be Cowards if they durſt. Rech, 
et Fear upon the proſp'rous Hearts take hold : 
Cowards themſelves in Miſeries grow bold. How. Veſt, Virg. 
As Cheats to play with thoſe ſtill aim, 
That do not underſtand the Game; 
So Cowards never uſe their Might, 
But againſt ſuch as will not fight. Hud. 
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CRANE. See Creation. Pigmy. 


CREATION V WORLD. See Death. 
They ſung how God poke out the World's vaſt Ball, 
From Nothing, and from No xwhere, call'd forth Al. Cox!, 


I faw the riſing Birth 
Of Nature from the unapparent Deep. 
I ſaw when at his Word this formleſs Maſs, 
The World's material Mould, came to a Heap; 
Confufion heard his Voice, and wild Uproar 
Stood rul'd; ſtood vaſt Infinity confin'd ; 
Till at his ſecond Bidding, Darkneſs fled, 
Light ſhone, and Order from Diſorder ſprung. 
Swift to their ſev'ral Quarters haſted then 


The cumb'rous Elements, Earth, Flood, Air, Fire, 


And the ethereal Quinteſſence of Heav'n 

Flew upward, fpirited with various Forms, 

That roll'd orbicalar, and turn'd to Stars. 

Each had his Place appointed, each his Courſe. 
Thus God the Heav'ns created, thus the Earth : 
Matter unform'd and void, Darknefs profound 
Cover'd th' Abyſs ; but on the wat'ry Calm 
His brooding Wings the Spirit of God out-ſpread, 
And vital Virtue infus'd, and vital Warmth 
Throughout the fluid Maſs ; but downward purg'd 
The black, tartareous, cold, infernal Dregs, 
Averſe to Life; then founded, then conglob'd 
Like Things to like; the reſt to fev'ral Place 
Diſparted, and between fpun out the Air; 

And Earth, ſelf-balanc'd, on her Centre hung. 


Light. 

Let there be Light, ſaid God ; and forthwith Light 
Ethereal, firſt of Things, Quinteſſence pure, . 
Sprung from the Deep; and from her native Eaft, 
To jonniey thro' the airy Gloom began, 


Spher'd in a radiant Cloud. And then God made 


Firmament. 
The Firmament, Expanſe of liquid, pure, 
Tranſparent, elemental Air, diffus'd | 
In Circuit to the uttermoſt Convex 
Of this great Round. 
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Creation. - 
Dry Land. 

The Earth was form'd, but in the Womb as yet 
Of Waters, Embryon immature, involv'd, 
Appear'd not : Over all the Face of Earth 
Main Ocean flow'd ; not idle, but with warm 
Prolific Humour ſoft'ning all her Globe, 
Fermented the great Mother to conceive, 
Satiate with genial Moiſture, 

Immediately the Mountains huge appear 
Emergent, and their broad bare Backs 1 
Into the Clouds, their Tops aſcend the Sky. 


Sea and Rivers. 

So as heav'd the tumid Hills, ſo low 
Down ſunk a hollow Bottom, broad and deep, 
Capacious Bed of Waters : 'Thither they 
Haſted with glad Precipitance, uproll'd, 
As Drops of Duſt, conglobing from the Dry : 
Part riſe in cryſtal Wall or Ridge direct; 

As Armies at a C 

Of Trumpet | | 
Troop to their Standard ; ſo the wat'ry Throng, 
Wave rolling after Wave, where way they found ; 
If Reep, with torrent Rapture; if thro' Plain, 
Soft ebbing ; Nor withſtood them Rock or Hill; 
But they or under Ground, or Circuit wide, 
With ſerpent Error wand'ring, found their Way, 
And on the waſhy Ooze deep Channels wore ; 
Within whoſe Banks the Rivers now 
Stream, and perperual draw their humid Train. 


Herbs and Trees. 
Next, the Earth, till then 
Deſert and bare, unſightly, unadorn'd, 
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Brought forth the tender Graſs, whoſe Verdure clad. 


Her univerſal Face with pleaſant Green. 
Then Herbs of ev'ry Leaf, that ſudden flow'r'd, 
Op'ning their various Colours, and made gay 


Her Boſom ſmelling ſweet : And, theſe ſcarce blown, 


Forth flouriſh'd thick the cluſt'ring Vine, forth crept 
The ſmelling Gęurd, upſtood the corny Reed 
Embattel'd in her Field, and th' humble Shrub, 
And Buſh with trizzled Hair implicit : Laſt 
Roſe, as in a Dance, the 8 Trees, and ſpread 

| 5 
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Their Branches hung with copious Fruit, or gemm'd 
Their Bloſſoms: With high Woods the Hills were crown'd, 


With Tufts the Vallies, and each Fountain Side 
With Borders long the Rivers. 


Sun, Moon and Stars. 

Then of celeſtial Bodies firſt the Sun, 
A mighty Sphere, he fram'd ; unlightſome firſt, 
Tho” of ethereal Mould : He form'd the Moon 
Globoſe, and ev'ry Magnitude of Stars. 
Of Light by far the greater Part he took 
Tranſplanted from her cloudy Shrine, and plac'd 
In the Sun's Orb, made porous to receive, 
And drink the liquid Light ; firm to retain 
Her gather'd Beams: Great Palace now of Light; 
Hither, as to their Fountain, other Stars 
Repairing, in their Golden Urns draw Light ; 
And hence the Morning Planet gilds her Horns. 
Firſt in his Eaſt the glorious Lamp was ſeen, 
Regent of Day, and all th' Horizon round 
Inveſted with bright Rays; jocund to run 

thro* Heav'n's high Road: The grey 

Dawn and Pleiades before him danc'd, : 
Shedding ſweet Influence. Leſs the bright Moon, 


Pat oppoſite in levell'd Weſt was ſet, 


is Mirror, with full Face borrowing her Light 
From him, for other Light ſhe needed none 
In that Aſpect, and ſtill that Diſtance keeps 
Till Night; then in the Eaſt her Turn ſhe ſhines, 
Revolv'd on Hea'vn's great Axle; and her Reign 
With thouſand leſſer Lights dividual holds; 
With thouſand, * Stars that then appear d 
Spangling the Hemiſphere. 


Fißs. 


Forthwith the Sounds and Seas, each Creek and Bay, 


With Fry innumerable ſwarm ; and Shoals 

Of Fiſh, that with their Fins and ſhming Scales 
Glide under the green Wave, in Sculls that oft 
Bank the Mid-Sea : Part ſingle, or with Mate, 


' Graze the Sea-Weed their Paſture, and thro' Groves 


Of coral ſtray; or ſporting with quick Glance, 


* Shew to the Sun their wav'd Coats drop'd with Gold; 


Or in their pearly Shells at Eaſe attend 
Moiſt Nutriment, or under Rocks their Food. 


In 


' 
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In jointed Armour watch. On ſmooth the Seal ' 
And bended Dolphins play ; part, huge of Bulk, 

Wall'wing, unwieldy, enormous in their Gate, 

Tempeſt the Ocean: There Leviathan, 

Hugeſt of living Creatures, on the Deep, - 

Stretch'd like a Promontory, Neeps or ſwims, 

And ſeems a moving Lake; and at his Gills 

Draws in, and at his Trunk ſpouts out a Sea. | 

- Birds. 

Mean while the tepid Caves, and Fens, and Shores, 
Their Brood as num'rous hatch from th' bes ⸗ that ſoon 
Burſting with kindly Rapture, forth diſclos 
Their callow Young : But feather'd ſoon and fledge, 
They ſum'd their Pens, and ſoaring th' Air ſublime, 
With Clang deſpis'd the Ground, under a Cloud 
In Proſpect: I Lars the Eagle and the Stork 
On Cliffs and Cedar Tops that Eyries build. 

Part looſy wing the Region, part more wile, 

In common, rang'd in Figure, _— their Way, 0 1% 
Intelligent of Seaſons ; and ſet fort 
Their airy Caravan, high over Seas 

Flying, and over Lands, eaſing their Wings 

With mutual Flight: So ſteers the prudent Crane 
Her annual Voyage born on Winds: The Air 

Floats as they paſs, fann'd with unnumber'd Plames. 
From Branch to Branch the ſmaller Birds with Song 
Solac'd the Woods, and ſpread their painted Wings 
Till Ev'n; nor then the folemn Nightingale 

Ceas'd warbling, but all Night tun'd her ſoft Lays. 
Others in Silver Lakes and Rivers bath'd 1 
Their downy Breaſt : The Swan with arched Neck, it! 
Between her white Wings mantling, proudly.rows 1 
Her State with oary Feet; yet oft they quit 

The Dank, and, riſing on ſtiff Penons, tow'r 

The mid aerial Sky. Others on Ground 

Walk'd firm: The creſted Cock, whoſe Clarion ſounds 
The filent Hours; and th' other, whoſe gay Train 
Adorns him, colour'd with the florid Hue 

Of Rainbows and ſtarry Eyes. 
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Beaſts. 
4 Then the Earth, 14 
Op'ning her fertile Womb, teem'd at a Birth | 
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Innum'rous living Creatures, pang Forms, 

Limb'd and full — Out from t 

As from bis Lair, the wild Beaſt where he wons 

In Foreſt wild, in Thicket, Brake or Den; 

Among the Trees in Pairs they roſe, they walk d: 
The Cattle in the Fields and — green: 
Thoſe rare and ſolitary, theſe in Flocks, 
Palt'ring at once, and in broad Herbs up- ſprung. 
The graſſy Clods now calv'd ; now half appear d 
The tawny Lion, pawing to get free | 

His hinder Parts; then ſprings as broke from Bonds, 
And rampant ſhakes his brinded Mane : 1 he Ounce, 
The Libbard, and the Tiger, as the Mole 
Rifing, the crumbled Earth above them threw 

In Hillocks : The ſwift Stag from under Ground 
Bore up his branching Head. Scarce from his Mold 
Behemoth, biggeſt born ot Earth, upheav'd = 
His Vaſtneis: Fleec'd the Flocks, and bleating roſe, 
As Plants : Ambiguous between Sea and Land, 
The River-Horſe, and ſcaly Crocodile. 


Creeping Things. 

At once came forth whatever creeps the Ground, 
Inſect or Worm: Thoſe wav'd their limber Fans 
For Wings, and ſmalleſt Lineaments exact, 

In all the Liv'ries deck'd of Summer's Pride, 

With Spots of Gold and Purple, Azure and Green: 

Theſe as a Line their long Dimenſion drew, 

Streaking the Ground with finuous Trace. Not all 

Minims of Nature ; ſome of Serpent kind, 

Wond'rous in Length and 8 involv'd 

Their ſnaky Folds, and added Wings. Firſt crept 

The parfimonious Emmet, provident | 
Of Future; in ſmall Room large Heart enclos'd ; 

Pattern of juſt Equality | = | 

Swarming next appear'd 

The Female Bee. that feeds her Huſband Drone 

Delicioufly, and builds her waxen Cells, 

With Honey ſtor'd. | 

The Serpent, ſubtleſt Beaſt of all the Field, 

Cf huge Extent ſometimes, with brazen Eyes, 

Ard hairy Vain terrifick. 

New Heav'n in all her Glories ſhone, and rowl'd 


Ker Motions, as the Great Firſt Mover's Hand 


he Ground up-roſe, 


Firſt 
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Firſt wheel'd their Courſe, Earth in her rich Attire 
Conſummate lovely ſmil'd: Air, Water, Earth, 
By Fowl, Fiſh, Beast, was flown, was ſwam, was walk d. 


Man. 
There wanted yet the Maſter- Work, the End 
Of all yet done; a Creature, who not prone, 
* brute as other Creatures, but endu d 
ith Sanctity of Reaſon, might erect 
His Stature, and upright with Front ſerene 
Govern the reſt, felf-knowing, and from thence 
Magnanimous to correſpond with Heav'n: 
He form'd thee, Adam, thee, O Man, 
Duſt of the Ground, and in thy Noſtrils breath'd 
The Breath of Life. - | 
Here finiſh'd he, and all that he had made 
View'd, and behold! all was entirely Good, 
Anſw'ring his great Idea ! Up he rode 
Follow'd with Aecclamations, and the Sound 
Symphonious of Ten thouſand Harps, that tun'd 
Angelic Harmonies; the Earth, the Air - 
Reſounded; | | 
The Heav'ns and all the Conſtellations rung, 
The Planets in their Station, lining ſtood, 
While the bright Pomp aſcended jubilast. Mili. 
Thus Heaven from nothing rais d his fair Creation, 
And then with wond'rous Joys beheld its Beauty, 
Well-pleas'd to ſee the Excellence he gave. Row. Fair Pen. 
He ſung the ſecret Seeds of Nature's Frame, 
How Seas, and Earth, and Air, and active Flame 
Fell thro' the mighty Void, and in their Fall, 
Were blindly gather'd in this goodly Ball. 
The tender Soil, then ſtiff' ning by Degrees, 
Shut from the bounded Earth, the bounding Seas : 
Then Earth and Ocean various Forms diſcloſe, + 
And a new Sun to the new World aroſe. 
And Miſts condens'd-to Clouds, obſcure the Sky, 
And Clouds, diffbtv'd, the thirſty Ground ſupply : 
The riſing Trees the lofty Mountains grace, 
The lofty Mountains feed the ſavage Kace; 
Yet few, and Strangers in th* unpeopled Place. Dryd. Virg. 
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CRIES or Shrieks. 
Now Peals of Shouts came thund'ring from afar, 
Cries, Threats, and loud Laments,and mingled War. Dry.Yirg, 
The Houſe is fill'd with loud Laments and Cries, 
And Shrieks of Women rend the vaulted Skies. Dryd. Virg. 
The fearful Matrons raiſe a ſcreaming. Cry, 
Old feeble Men with fainter Groans reply ; 
A jarring Sound refults, and mingles in he Sky. 
Like that of Swans remurm' ring to the Floods, 
Or Birds of diff rent Kinds in hollow Woods. Dryd. Virg. 
Not frantick Mothers, when their Infants die, ü 
With louder Clamours rend the vaulted Sky. ] 
| EI Piope Cbauc Jan. and May. 
Fiſt from the frighted Court the Yell began, 
Redoubled thence from Houſe to H2uſe it ran: 
The Groans of Men, with Shrieks; Laments, and Cries, 
Of mixing Women, mount the vaulted Skies. DHA. Virg. 
A Shout that ſtruck the golden Stars enſu'd. Drya. Virg. 


CRUS H' D 0 Pieces. 
The Overthrow, 

Cruſhing, to Duſt pounded the Crowd below: f 
Nor Friends their Friends, nor Sires their Sons could know. 
Nor Limbs, nor Bones, nor Carcaſs did remain, 
But a maſh'd Heap, a Hotchpotch of the Slain ; 
One vaſt Deſtruction ; not the Soul alone, 
But Bodies, like the Soul, inviſibly are flown. Dryd. Juv. 


CUCKING- STO OI. 
As Ovation was allow'd 
For Conqueſt, purchas'd without Blood : 
So Men decree theſe leſſer Shows 
For Vict'ry gotten without Blows, | 
By Dint of ſharp hard Words, which ſome 
Give Battle with, and overcome. 
Theſe, mounted in a Chair Curule, 
Which Moderns call a Cucking-Stoo], 
March proudly to the River's Side, 
And o'er the Waves in Triumph ride ; 
Like Dukes of Venice, who are ſaid 
The Aadriatick Sea to wed ; 
And have a gentler Wife than thoſe 
For whom the State decrees theſe Shows. Hud. 
; I CUCEOLD. 
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C UCK OLD. See Feahup. 

i O Curſe of Marriage! 

rg, That we can call thoſe delicate Creatures ours, 

And not their Appetites! 1 had rather be a Toad, 

2 And live upon the Vapour of à Dungeon, 
Than keep a Corner in the Thing I love 
For others Uſes. Vet tis the Plague of Great Ones: 
Prerogativ'd are they leſs than the Baſe ; 

| Tis Deſtiny unſhunnable like Death ! 

2. J had been happy if the gen ral Camp, 

| Pioneers and all, had taſted her ſweet Body, 

So | had nothing known. 

. ] ſwear tis better to be much abus' d, 
Than but to know't a little 
What Senſe had I of her ſtol'n Hours of Luſt? 
I ſaw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me: 

. I flept the next Night well, was free and merry; 

7, found not Cafjo's Kifles on her Lips. 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, {| 
Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. Shat.Othello. l 

Inquiſitive as jealous Cuckolds grow, c | 


ö Rather than not be knowing, they will know, 
| What, being known, creates their certain Woe. Nach. 
Ingrateful Wretch ! that never thanks his Maker. 


| 
CUNNING-MAN and Quel. [ 
He deals in Deſtiny's dark Counſels, 7 [ | 

And ſage Opinions of the Moon ſells ; | | 
'Fo whom all People, far and near, | 
On deep Importances repair: | 
When Braſs and Pewter hap to ſtray, 

And Linen links out of the Way; 
When Geeſe and Pullen are ſeduc'd, 

And Sows of Sucking-pigs are chous'd ; 

When Cattle feel Ink; poſition, 

And need th' Opinion of Phyſician ; 

When Murrain reigns in Hogs or Sheep, 

And Chickens languiſh of the Pip ; 

When Yeſt and outward Means do fail, 

And have no Power to work on Ale; 

When Butter does refuſe to come, 

And Love proves croſs and humourſome: 


1 To 


Curſe. 


To him with Queſtions and with Urine, 


They for Diſeov'ry flock, or Curing. Hud. 


CURSE. See Imprecations. 
I curſe thee not : 
For who can better curſe the Plague or Devil, 


Than to be what they are? That Curſe be thine, Dr Don Seb. 


And let the greateſt, ferceſt, fouleſt Fury, 


Let Creon haunt himſelf. . Dq d. Oedip. 


Hear me, juſt Heav'ns 
Pour down your Curſes on this wretched Head 
With never ceaſing Vengeance: Let Deſpair, 
Dangers or Infamy, nay all, ſurround me. 5 
Starve me with Wantings : Let my Eyes ne'er ſee 
A Sight of Comfort, nor my Heart know Peace : 
But daſh my Days with Sorrows, Nights with Horrours, 
Wild as my own Thoughts are. Otw. Ven. Pref. 
Let Miſchiefs multiply, let ev'ry Hour \ 
Of my loath'd Life yield me Increaſe of Horrour : 
O let the Sun to theſe unhappy Eyes 
Ne'er ſhine again, but, be eclips'd for ever | 
May ev'ry thing I look on ſeem a Prodigy, 
To fill my Soul with Terrors, till I quite 
Forget | ever had Humanity, 
* a Curſer of the Works of Nature. Ozw. Orpb. 
Whip me, ye Devils, 
Blow me about in Winds, roaſt me in Sulphur ; 
Waſh me in ſteep down-Galphs of liquid Fire. Shak. Otheh 
Let Heav'n kiſs Earth: Now let not Nature's Hand 
Keep the wild Flood'confin'd ; let Order die; 
And let the World no er be a Stage 
To feed Contention in a ling'ring A&: 
But let one Spirit of the firſt-born Cain 
Reign in all Boſoms; that each Heart being ſet 
On bloody Courſes, the rude Scene may end, 
And Darkneſs be the Burier of the Dead. 
| ( Shak. Hen. 4. Part. 2. 
Now Hell's blueſt Plagues 
Receive her quick, with all her Crimes upon her : 
Let her ſink fpotted down ; let the dark Hoſt 
Make room, and point and hiſs her as ſhe goes; 
Let the moſt branded Ghoſts of all her Sex 
Rejoice, and ery, Here camat à blacker Fiend. 
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O all tormenting Dreams, wild Horrours of the Night 
And Hags of Fancy, wing him thro' the Air; 
From Precipices hurl him headlong down ; 
Charybdis roar, and Death be ſet him. Lee Oedip. 
Kind Heav'n | let heavy Curſes | 
Gall his old Age, Cramps, Aches, rack his Bones, 
And bittereſt Diſquiet wring his Heart. 
Oh let let him live till Life becomes a Burden ; 
Let him groan under't long, linger an Age 
In the worſt Agonies and Pangs of Death, 
And find its Eaſe but late. Otav. Ven. Pref; 
But Curſe ſtick not: Could I kill with Curſing, 
By Heav'n I know not thirty Heads in Venice 
Should not be blaſted : Senators ſhould rot | 
Like Dogs on Dunghils ; but their Wives and Daughte 
Die of their own Diſeaſes. Oh for a Curſe 
To kill with ! Orw. Ven. Pref. 


CUSTOM. 
Cuſtom, that does Rill diſpenſe 
An univerſal Influence; | 
And makes things right or wrong appear, 


Juſt as they do her Liv'ry wear. Hud. 
Cuſtom, which Wiſdom over-rules, 
And only ſerves for Reaſon to the Fools. Roch. 
111 Cuſtoms by degrees to Habits riſe, 
II Habits ſoon become exalted Vice. Dryd. Ovid. 


III Habits gather by unſeen Degrees, 

As Brooks make Rivers, Rivers run to Seas. Ded. Virg. 
Habitual Evils change not on a ſudden, _ 

But many Days muſt paſs, and many Sorrows : 

Conſcious Remorſe and Anguiſh muſt be felt, 

To curb Deſire, to break the ſtubborn Will 

And work a ſecond Nature in the Soul, 

E'er Virtue can reſume the Place ſhe loſt : 

'Tis elſe Diſſimulation. Row D 
For Cuſtom will a ſtrong Impreſſion leave: HM 

Hard Bodies, which the lighteſt Stroke receive, 

In Length of Time will mou!der and decay ; . 

And Stones with Drops of Rain are waſh'd away. DHA. Lacr. 


: CYBELE. | 
Hail thou Great Mother of the Deities! Dry. Virg. 
Whole tinkling Cymbals charm'd th' /4&an Woods, 
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Who ſecret Rites and Ceremonies taught, 
And to the Yoke the ſavage Lions brought. Dryd. 7; 


= reign'd and curb d obey thy Will. Hyd. 2 


In Pomp ſhe makes the Phrygian Round, 
With golden Turrets on her Temples crown'd: 
A hundred Gods her ſweeping Train ſupply, 


Her Offspring all, and all command the Sky. Dryd, Vir. 


CYCLOPS. See Polypheme. Smith. 

Sacred to Yulcan's Name an Iſle does lie, 
Between Sicilia's Coaſt and Lipare, 
Rais'd high on ſmoking Rocks, and deep below | 
In hollow Caves the Fires of tua glow. | 
The Cyclops here their heavy Hammers deal ; 
Loud Strokes and Hiſſings of tormented Steel 
Are heard around ; the boiling Waters roar, 
And ſmoaking Flames thro' fuming Tunnels ſoar. 
Hither. the Father of the Fire, by Night, 
Thro' the brown Air precipitates his Flight. 
On their eternal Anvils here he found 
The Brethren' beating, and the Blows go round. 
A Load of pointleſs Thunder now there lies 
Before their Hands, to ripen for the Skies; 
Theſe Darts for angry Jove they daily Caſt, 
Conſum'd on Mortars with prodigious Waſte. 
Three Rays of writhen Rain, of Fire three more; 
Of winged Southern Winds and cloudy Store 
As many Parts, the dreadful Mixture frame ; 
And Fears are added, and avenging Flame. 
Inferiour Miniſters for Mars repair 
His broken Axle-Trees and blunted War; 
And ſend him forth again with furbiſh'd Arms, 
'To wake the lazy War with Trumpets loud Alarms. 
The reſt refreſh the ſcaly Snakes that fold 
The Shield of Pallas, and renew their Gold: 
Full on the Creſt the Gorgon's Head they place, 
With Eyes that roll in Death, and with diſtorted Face. 

So when the Cyc/zps o'er their Anvils ſweat, ( Dryd. Viig. 
And their ſwol'n Sinews echoing Blows repeat ; 
From the Vulcano groſs Eruptions riſe, 


And curling Sheets of Smoke obſcure the Skies. Gar, 
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DAPHNE chang'd into @ Laurel. 
Scarce had ſhe nich d, when her Feet ſhe found 

Benumb'd with Cold, and faſten'd to the Ground: . 

A filmy Rind about her Body grows; | 

Her Hair to Leaves, her Arms extend to Boughs : 

The Nymph is all into a Laurel gone, 

The Smoothneſs of her Skin remains alone: 

Yet Phebus loves her ſtill, and caſting round 

Her Bole his Arms, ſome little Warmth he found : 

The Tree ſtill painted in th' unfiniſh'd Part, 

Not wholly vegetive ; and heav'd her Heart : . 

He fix'd. his Lips upon the trembling Rind ; 

It ſwerv'd afide, and his Embrace declin'd ; 

To whom the God“ Becauſe thou canſt not be 

«© My Miſtreſs, I eſpouſe thee for my Tree: 

„ge thou the Prize of Honour and Renown ; 

« The deathleſs Poet and the Poem crown, 

„Thou ſhalt the Reman Feſtivals adorn, 

„% And after Poets be by Victors worn. 

„Thou ſhalt returning Cæſar's Triumph grace, 

„When Pomp ſhall in a long Proceſſion pals : 

« Wreath'd on his Pofts before the Palace wait, 

And be the ſacred Guardian of the Gate: 

* Secure from Thunder, and unharm'd by 7ove, 

* Unfading as th' immortal Pow'rs above. 

© And as the Locks of Phæbus are unſhorn, 

„ So ſhall perpetual Green thy Boughs adorn.” 

The grateful Tree was pleas'd with what he ſaid, 

And ſhook the ſhady Honours of her Head. Dryd. Ovid. 


The Story of Phœbus and Darnune ahh d. 
Thir/i:, a Youth of the inſpired Train, 

Fair Sacharifa lov'd, but lov'd in vain. 
Like Phebus lung the no leſs am'rous Boy; 
Like Daphne ſhe, as lovely and as coy. 
With flying Numbers he the Nymph purſues, 
With Numbers, ſuch as Phæbus ſelf might uſe. 
Such is the Chaſe when Love and Fancy leads 
O'er craggy Mountains, and thro' flow'ry Meads, 
Invok'd to teſtify the Lover's Care, 
Or form ſome Image of his cruel Fair: 


Urg'd 
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Urg'd with his Fury, like a wounded Deer, 

O'er theſe he fled ; and now approaching near, 
Had reach'd the Nymph with his harmonious Lay, 
Whom all his Charms could not incline to ſtay : 
Yet what he ſung in his immortal Strain, 

Tho' unſucceſsful, was not ſung in vain : 

All but the Nymph, who ſhould redreſs his Wrong, 
Attend his Paſſion, and approve his Song: 


Like Phoebus thus, acquiring unſought Praiſe, 
He catch'd at Love, and fill'd his Arms with Bays. Wall, 


DARKNESS. 
Even Hell gap'd horrible, 
And thro' the Chaſm let in prodigious Night; 
Night that extinguiſh'd the meridian Ray, 
And with its gloomy Deluge choak'\d the Day: Blac, 
Let Darkneſs ron, of felt, 
Impenetrable Darkneſs, ſuch as dwelt 
On the Dun Viſage of primeval Night, 
Shut every Star beam out from mortal Sight, 
And cloſe up every Paſs and Road of Light. Blac. 
Darkneſs, thou firſt kind Parent of us all, 
Thou art our great Original! 
Since from thy univerſal Womb, 
Does all thou ſhed'ſ below, thy num'rous Offspring, come, 
Thy wond'rous Birth is even to Time unknown, 
Or, like Eternity, thou'adft none; 
While Light did its firſt Being owe 
Unto that awful Shade it dares to rival now. 
Involv'd in thee we firſt receive our Breath: 
Thou art our Refuge too in Death! 
Great Monarch of the Grave and Womb! 


 Where-e'er our Souls ſhall go, to thee our Bodies come 


The filent Globe is ſtruck with awful Fear 
When thy majeſtick Shades appear. 
Thou doſt compoſe the Air and Sea ; 
And Earth a Sabbath keeps ſacred to Reſt and Thee. 
In thy ſerener Shades our Ghoſts delight, 
And court the Umbrage of the Night. 
In Vaults and gloomy Caves they ſtray, 
But fly the Morning Beams, and ſicken at the Day. 
Thou doſt thy Smiles impartially beſtow, 
And know'ſt no Diff rence here below : 
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All Things appear the ſame to thee; 
Tho' Light Diſtinction makes, thou ob Equality. 
In Caves of Night, the Oracles of ol 
Did all their Myſteries unfold : 
Darkneſs did firſt Religion grace, 
Cave Terrors to the God, and Rev'rence to the Place. 
When the Almighty did on Horeb ſtand, 
Thy Shades inclos'd the hallow'd Land: 
In Clouds of Night he was array'd, 
And venerable Darkneſs his Pavilion made. 
When he appear'd arm'd in his Pow'r and Might, 
He veil'd the beatifick Light ; 
When terrible with Majeſty, 
In Tempeſts he gave Laws, and clad himſelf with thee. 
And fading Light its Empire muit reſign, 
Ang ature's Power ſubmit to thine : 
A univerſal Ruin'ſhall ereQ-thy Throne, 
And Fate confirm thy Kingdom evermore thy own. 7ald. 
Darkneſs, which faireſt Nymphs diſarms, 
Defends us ill from Mira's Charms; 
Mira can lay her Beauty by, 
Take no Advantage of the Eye, 
Quit all that Li/ly's Art can take, 
And yet a thouſand Captives make. 
Her Speech'is grac'd with ſweeter Sound, 
Than in another's Song is found. 
And all her well-plac'd Words are Darts, 
Which need no 1.ight to reach our Hearts, 
As the bright Stars and milky Way, 
Shewn by the Night, are hid by Lay, 
So we, in her accompliſh'd Mind, 
Help'd by the Night, new Graces find ; 
Which, by the 3 of her View 
Dazzled before, we never knew. 
While we converſe with her, we mark 
No want of Day, nor think it dark ; 
Her ſhining Image is a Light 
Fix'd in our Hearts, and conquers Night. 
Like Jewels to Advantage ſer, | 
Her keauty by the Shade does get. 
There Bluſhes, Frowns, and cold Diſdain, 
All that our Paſſion might reſtrain, 
Is hid ; and our indulgent Mind 
Preſents the fair Idea kind, 
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Yet, friended by the Night, we dare, 
Only in Whiſpers tell our Care : 
He that on her his bold Hand lays, 
With Cupid's pointed Arrows plays: 
They, with a Touch, they are ſo keen, 
Wound us, unſhot ; and he unſeen. 
So we th' Arabian Coaſt do know 
At diſtance, when. the Spices blow ; 
By the rich Odour taught to ſteer, 
Tho” neither Day nor Stars appear. Vall. 
Oh ſhe does teach the Torches to burn bright ! 
Her Beauty hangs upon the Cheek of Night, 
Fairer than Snow upon a Raven's Back, 
Or a rich Jewel in an Ezhiop's Ear; 
Were ſhe in yonder Sphere, ſhe'd ſhine ſa bright. ¶ Rom. Jul. 
That Birds would ſing, and think the Day were breaking.Shak. 
Her Beauty gilds the more than Midnight — 
And makes it grateful as the Dawn of Day. Row. Fair Pen. 


DEAT H. See Life. Futurity. 
Death's a black Veil, cov'ring a beauteous Face, 
Fear'd afar off 
By erring Nature : A miſtaken Phantom ! 
A harmleſs Lambent Fire! She kiſſes cold, 


But kind and ſoft, and ſweet as my Cleora / Dryd. Cleom. 
If ſhe be like my Love, 
She is not dreadful ſure. : Dryd. All for Lowe, 


Oh could we know 

What Joy ſhe brings, at leaſt what Reſt from Grief ; 

How ſhould we preſs into her friendly Arms, 

And be pleas'd not to be, or to be happy 

Death ends our Woes, 

And the kind Grave ſhuts up the mournful Scene. Dry Sp. Fry. 
The Dead are only happy, and the Dying : 

The Dead are ſtill, and laſting Slumbers hold 'em. 

He who is near his Death, but turns about, 

Shuffles a while to make his Pillow eaſy, 

Then ſlips into his Shrowd, and reſts for ever. Lee Cz/. Bor. 
Death is the Privilege of human Nature ; 

And Life without it were not worth our taking: 

TT hither the Poor, the Pris'ner, and the Mourner 

Fly for Relief, and lay their Burdens down. & ow. Fair Pen. 
Death to a Man in Miſery is Sleep. Dry. Don. Seb. 


Dryd. Clem. 
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Death ſhuns the naked Throat, and proffer'd Breaſt ; 
He flies when call d to be a welcome Gueſt: Sed. Ant. & Cleop. 
| wiſh to die, yet dare not Death endure ! 
Deteſt the Med' cine, yet deſire the Cure. 
Oh had I Courage but to meet my Fate, 
That ſhort dark Paſſage to a future State ; 
That melancholy Riddle of a Breath, y 
That Something or that Nothing after Death] Dryd. Auren. 
Cowards die many times before their Death ; 
The Valiant never taſte of Death but once. Shak. Jul. Cz. 
But Men with Horrour Diſſolution meet; 
The Minutes ev'n of painful Life are ſweet. Dryd. Riv. Lad. 
Poor abject Creatures! How they fear to die! 
Who never knew one happy Hour in Life, 
Yet ſhake to lay it down. Is Load ſo pleaſant ? 
Or has Heav'n hid the Happineſs of Death, 
That Men may dare to live ? Dryd. Don. Seb. 
Many are the Shapes 
Of Death, and many are the Ways that lead 
To his grim Cave; all diſmal ! yet to Senſe 
More terrible at th' Entrance than within. Milt. 
Tho' we each Day with Coſt repair, 
Death mocks our greateſt Skill and utmoſt Care ; 
Nor loves the Fair, nor fears the Strong ; 
And he that lives the longeſt, dies but young. 
And once depriv'd of Light, 
We're wrapt in Miſts of endleſs Night, 
One Mortal feels Fate's ſudden Blow, 
Another's ling'ring Death comes flow : 
And what of Lite they take from thee, 
The Gods may give to puniſh me Olav. Hor. 
Fix'd is the Term to all the Race of Earth, 
And ſuch the hard Condition of our Birth, 
No Force can then reſiſt, no Flight can ſave ; 
All fall alike, the Fearful and the Brave. Pope Hom. 
The Cauſe and Spring of Motion from above 
Hung down on Earth the golden Chain of Love. 
Great was th' Effect, and igh was his Intent, 
When Peace among the jarring Seeds he ſent. 
Fire, Flood, and Earth, and Air by this were bound; 
And Love, the common Link, the new Creation crown'd : 
The Chain till holds; for tho' the Forms decay, 
Eternal Matter never wears away. 
For the firſt Mover certain Bounds has _ 
How long theſe periſhable Forms ſhall laſt ; 
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Nox can laſt beyond the Time aflign'd 
By That all-ſecing and all-maki Mind: 
Shorten their Hours they may, for Will is free, 
But never paſs th' appointed Deſtiny. 
So Men oppreſs'd, when weary of their Breath, 
Throw oft the Burden, and ſuborn their Death. 
- Then fince theſe Forms begin, and have their End, 
On ſome unalter'd Cauſe they ſure depend, 
Part of the Whole are wet; but God the Whole, 
Who gives us Life, and animating Soul : 
For Nature cannot from a Part derive 
That Being which the Whole can only give. 
He perfect, ſtable, but imperfe& We, 
Subje@ to Change, and diff rent in Degree, 
Plants, Beaſts, and Men; and as our Organs are, 
We more or leſs of his PerfeQtions ſhare. 
But by a long Deſcent th' ethereal Fire 
Corrupts, and forms, the mortal Part, expire, 
As he withdraws his Virtue, ſo they paſs, 
And the ſame Matter makes another Maſs. 
This Law th' omniſcient Power was pleas'd to give, 
That ev'ry Kind ſhould by Succeſſion live: 
That Individuals die, his Will ordains ; | 
The propagated Species ſtill remains. Dryd. Pal. and Are. 
| What makes all this but Jupiter, the King, 
| At whoſe Command we periſh, and we ſpring ? 
| Then 'tis our beſt, ſince thus ordain'd to die, 
| To make a Virtue of Neceſſity : 
Take what he gives, ſince to rebel is vain ; 
The Bad grows better which we well ſuſtain. 
And could we chuſe the Time, and chuſe aright, 
"Tis beſt to die, our Honour at the Height, 
When we have done our Anceſtors no Shame, 
But ſerv'd our Friends, and well ſecur'd our Fame; | 
Then ſhould we wiſh our happy Life to cloſe, 
And leave no more for Fortune to diſpoſe ; 
So ſhould we make our Death a glad Relief, 
From future Shame, from Sickneſs, and from Grief; 
Enjoying while we live the preſent Hour, 
And dying in our Excellence and Flow'r. 
Then round our Death-bed ev'ry Friend ſhould run, 
And joy us of our Conqueſt early won: 
While the malicious World with envious Tears, (and Arc. 
Should grudge our happy End, and wiſh it theirs, D oy 
en 
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When Honour's loſt, tis a Relief to die: 

Death's but a ſure Retreat from Infamy. Gar. 

'Tis to the Vulgar Death too harſh appears : | 
The Ill we feel is only in our Fears. | 
Todie is landing on ſome filent Shore, | 
Where Billows never break, nor Tempeſts roar 
Ere well we feel the friendly Stroke, *tis o'er. | 
The Wiſe thro* Thought th' Inſults of Death defy, | 
The Fools thro” bleſt Inſenſibility. 

'Tis what the Guilty fear, the Pious crave, 

Sought by the Wretch, and vanquiſh'd by the Brave: 
It eaſes Lovers, ſets the Captives free ; 
And, tho* a Tyrant, offers Liberty. Gar. 

Ay, but to dye, and go we know not where, 

To lie in cold Obſtruction, and to rot; ' 
This ſenſible warm Motion to become 1 
A kneaded Clod; and the delighted Spirit F 
To bathe in fiery Flaods, or to reſide 

In thrilling Regions of thick-ribbed Ice: 

To be impriſon'd in the viewleſs Winds, 

Or blown with reſtleſs Violence about 

The pendant World; or to be werſe than worſt 
Of thoſe that lawlefs and uncertain Thought 
Imagines howling ; 'tis too horrible! 

The wearieſt and moſt loathed worldly Life, 
That Pain, Age, Penury, and Impriſonment 
Can lay on Marte, 15 a Paradiſe % 
To what we fear of Death. Shak. Men. fer Mea. | 

The Thought of Death to one near Death is dreadful ; 
Oh! 'tis a fearful thing to be no more; 

Or if to be, to wander after Death ; | | 
To walk, as Spirits do, in Brakes all Day, . 
And when the Darkneſs comes, to glide in Paths | 
That lead to Graves, and in the filent Vault | 
Where lies your own pale Shroud, to hover o'erit, 1 
Striving to enter your forbidden Corps, 1 
And often, often vainly breache your Ghoſt 1 
Into your lifeleſs Lips. | i 
Then like a lone, benighted Traveller 1 
Shut out from Lodgings, ſhall your Groans be anſwer'd 

By whiſtling Winds, whoſe ey'ry Blaſt will ſhake 

Your tender Form to Atoms. Dryd. Oedip. [ 

Death is not dreadfulto a Mind reſolv'd, 
It ſeems as natural as to be born, 

Groans, and Convulſions, and diſcolour'd Faces, 100i 
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Friends weeping round us, Blacks, and Obſequies, 
Make Death a dreadtul thing: The Pomp of Death 


Is far more terrible than Death it ſelf. Lee L. FJ. Brut. 


When the Sun ſets, Shadows that ſhew'd at Noon 
But ſmall, appear moſt long and terrible ; 
So when we think Fate hovers o'er our Heads, 
Our Apprehenſions ſhoot beyond all Bounds : 
Owls, — Crickets, ſeem the Watch of Death; 
Nature's worſt Vermin ſcare her God-like Sons; 
Echoes, the very Leavings of a Voice, 
Grow. babbling Ghoſts, and call us to our Graves. 
Each Mole-Hill Thought ſwells to a huge Olympus ; 
While we fantaſtick Dreamers heave and puff, 


And ſweat with an Imagination's\ Weight, Lee Oed 


Death's dark Shades 

Seem, as we journey on, to loſe their Horrour; 
At near Approach the Monſters, form'd by Fear, 
Are vaniſh'd all, and leave the Proſpect clear. 
Amidit the gloomy Vale a pleaſing Scene, 
With Flow'rs adorn'd, and 0 Green, 
Inviting ſtands to take the Wretched in. 
No Wars, no Wrongs, no Tyrants, no Deſpair, 
Diſturb the Quiet of a Place to fair, ; 
But injur'd Lovers find £/y/fum there. Rewee T amerl. 

Death only can be dreadful to the Bad : 
To Innocence, tis like a Bug- bear dreſs'd 
To frighten Children; Pull but off his Mask, 


And he'll appear a Friend. Dryd. Oediy, 


Oh that 1 leſs could fear to loſe this Being! 
Which like a Snow-ball in my Coward-hand, 


The more tis graſpꝰ'd, the faſter me! ts away. Dyd. Allfur Le ve. 


From Death we roſe to Life; 'tis but the ſame, 
Thro' Liſe to paſs again from whence we came. 
Wich Shame we ſee our Pailions can prevail, 
Where Reaſon, Certainty, and Virtue fail: 
Honuur, that empty Name, can Death deſpiſe; 
Scorn'd Love to Death, as to a Ret: e flies; 
And Sorrow waits for Death with longing Eyes, 
Hope Trium; ..3 o'er the Thoughts of Death; and Fate 
Cheats Fools, and flatters the Unfortunate. 
We fear to loſe + hat a ſinall Time muſt waite, 
Till Life itſelf grows the Diſcaſe at laſt: 
Beggia, for Life e beg tor more Decay, 
Ard to b. 'ong a dying ogly por 

Why arc we then ſo fond of mortal Life, 
Beſet with | .ogers and maintain'd with Strife? 
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A Life which all our Care can never fave ; 
One Fate attends us, and one common Grave. 
Beſides, we tread but a perpetual Round, 
We ne'er ſtrike out, but beat the former Ground, 
And the ſame maukiſh Joys in the ſame Tract are found. 
For ſtill we think an abſent Bleſſing beſt, 
Which cloys, and is no Bleſſing when polle(s'd ; 
A new-ariſing Wiſh expells it from the Breaſt. W | 
The fev'riſh Thirſt of Life increaſes ſtill, q 
We call for more, and more, and never have our Fill; | 
Yet know not what 'To-morrow we ſhall try, 
What Dregs of Life in the laſt Draught may lie: | 
Nor by the longeſt Life we can attain, / 
One Moment from the Length of Death we gain ; 
For all behind belongs to his eternal Reign. 
When once the Fates have cut the mortal 'Thread, 5 
The Man as much to all Intents is dead, 
Who dies To- day, and will as long be io, 
As he who dy'd a thouſand Years ago. Dryg. Lucr. 

What has this Bugb:ar Death to irighten Man, 
If Souls can die as well as Bodies can ? 
For, as before our Birth we felt no Pain, | | 
So, when our mortal Frame ſhall be disjoin'd, S | 
The liteleſs Lump uncoupled from the Mind, 
From Senſe of Grief and Pain we ſhall be tree : F 
We ſhall not feel, becauſe we ſhall notBE ! 1 
Nay, ev'n ſuppoſe when we have ſuffer'd Fate, 1 
The Soul could feel in her divided State; [ | 
What's that to us? For WE are only WE. 1 
While Souls and Bodies in one Frame agree : 
Nay, tho? our Atoms ſhould revolve by Chance, 
And Matter leap into the former Dance, / 
What Gain to us would all this Buſtle bring? 
The new-made Man would be another Thing. 
When once an interruping Pauſe is made, 
That individual Being is decay'd ; | 
We who are dead — gone ſhall bear no Par: IJ: 


—————— 


In all the Pleaſures, nor ſhall feel the Smart, 

Which to that other Mortal ſhall accrue, 

Whom of our Matter Time ſhall mould ancy : 

Becauſe a Pauſe of Life, a gaping Space, 

Has come betwixt, where Memory lies dead, 

And all the wand'ring Motions from the Senſe are fled, 
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For whoſoe'er ſhall in Misfortunes live, 

Mult BE when thoſe Misfortunes fha!l arrive; 
And fince the Man who I S not, feels not Woe, 
(For Death exempts him, and wards off the Blow, 
Which we, the Lrving only, feel and bear) 


"What is there left for us in Death to fear? 


When once that Pauſe of Life has come between, 
"Tis juſt the ſame as we had never been. 
And therefore if a Man bemoan his Lot, 


That after Death his mould'ring Limbs ſhall rot, 


Or Flames, or Jaws of Beaſts, devour his Maſs; 
Know he's an unſincere unthinking Aſs: 

The Fool is to his own cait Offals kind; 

He boaſts no Senſe can after Death remain, 


Vet makes himſelf a Part of Life again, 


As if ſome other HE could feel the Pain. 

If. while he lives, this Thought moleſt his Head, 
He waites his Days in idle Grief, nor can 
Diſtinguith *twixt the Body and the Man; 

But thinks himſelf can ſtill himſelf ſurvive, 

And what, when dead he feels not, feels alive, 
Then he repines that he was born to die, 

Nor knows in Death there is no other H E, 

No living HE remains his Grief to vent, 

And o'er his ſenſeleſs Carcaſs to lament. 

But to be ſnatch'd from all thy houſhold Joys, 
From thy chaſte Wife, and thy dear prattling Boys! 
Ah Wretch, thou cry*ſt, ah! miſerable me! 

One woeful Day ſweeps Children, Friends and Wife 
And all the brittle —_— of my Life! | 
Add one thing more, and all thou ſay'ſt is true; 
Thy Want and With of them is vaniſh'd too; 
Which, well conſider'd, were a quick Relief 

To all thy vain imaginary Grief? : : 

For thou ſhalt ſleep, and never wake again, 

And, quitang Lite, ſhalt quit thy living Pain; 

But we, thy Friends, ſhall all thoſe Sorcows find, 


Which in forgetful! Death thou leav'ſt behind, 
No Time ſhall dry our Tears, nor drive thee from our Mind. 


The worſt that can befall thee, meaſur'd right, 

Is a ſound Slumber, and a long Good- night. 

Yet thus the Fools, who would be thought the Wits, 
Diſturb their Mirth with melancholy Fits; 

When Healths go round, and kindly Brimmers flow, 


Till the frech Garlands on their Foreheads glow, They 
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They whine and cry, © Let us make haſte to live, 

1 Short are the Joys which human Lite can give.” 
Eternal Preachers ! who corrupt the Drauglit, 

And pall the God who never thinks, with "Thoughts 

Nay, ev'n in Sleep, the Body, wrapt in Eaſe, 

Supinely lies, as in the peaceful Grave, 

And, wanting Nothing, nothing can it crave: 

Were that ſound Sleep eternal, it were Death. 

Then Death to us, and Death's Anxiety, 

Is leſs than nothing, if a Leſs could be; 

For then our Atoms, which in Order lay, 

Are ſcatter'd from their Heap, and puſt'd away, 

And never can return into their Place, 

When once the Paute of Life has left an empty Space. 
And laſt ſuppole, great Nature's Voice ſhould call 

'To thee, or me, or any of us all, 

What doſt thou mean, ungrateful Wretch, thou van, . 
Thou mortal Thing, thus idly to complain, 

And ſigh and fob, that thou ſhalt be no more? 

For if thy Life were pleaſant heretofore, 

If all the bounteous Bleſſings I could give, 5 
Thou haſt enjoy'd, if thou Raft known to live, 

And Pleaſure not leak'd thro? thee, like a Sieve, 

Why doſt thou not give Thanks as at a plenteous Feaſt, 
Cram'd to the Throat with Life, and riſe, and take thy Re? 
But if my Bleſſings thou hait thrown away, 

If indigeſted Joys paſs'd thro*, and would not ſlay, 

Why don thou wiſh for more to ſquander ſtill ? 

If Life be grown a Load, a real III, 

And I would all thy Cares and Labours end, 

Lay down thy Burden, Fool, and know thy Friend. 

To pleaſe thee I have empty'd all my Store, 0 


I can invent, and can ſupply no more, 

But run the Round again, the Round ] ran before. 
Suppoſe thou art not broken yet with Years, 

Vet ſtill the ſelt-ſame Scene of Things appears, 
And would be ever, could'ſt thou ever live; 

For Life is ſtill but Life, there's nothing new to give. 
But if a Wretch, a Man oppreſs'd by 55 ate, 

Should beg of Nature to prolong his Date; 

She ſpeaks aloud to him with more Diſdain; 

Be ſtill, thou Martyr Fool, chou covetous of Pain. 
But if an old decrepid Sot lament; 

What thou, ſhe cries, Who haſt out-liv'd Content ? 
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Doſt thou complain, who haſt enjoy'd my Store? 

Now leave thoſ. Joys, unfuiting to thy Age, 

To a freſh Comer, and reſign the Stage. 

Is Nature to be blam'd if thus ſhe chide ? 

Vhat can we plead againſt fo juſt a Bill? ; 

We ftand convicted, and our Cauſe goes ill. 

For Life is not confin'd to him or thee ; 

lis given to all for Uſe, to none for Property. 
Therefore when Thought of Death diſturb thy Head, 

Conſider, Ancus great and good is dead: 

A.:cus, thy better far, amy, Ware todye; 

And thou, doſt thou bewail Mortality? 

So many Monarchs, with their mighty State, 

Who rul'd the World, were over-rul'd by Fate. 

The Founders of invented Arts are loſt, . 

And Wits, who made Eternity their Boaſt. | 

Where how is Hemer, who poſſeſs d the Throne? 

Tu' immortal Work remains, the mortal Author's gone, 

And thou, doſt thou diſdain to yield thy Breath, 

Whole very Life is little more than Death ? 

More than one half by lazy Sleep poſſeſs'd, 

And when rms, BY _ but - S ace Dry d. Lucr. 

Day- ms an fick y Thoughts revolviag in thy Breaſt. 

DN ” "Ah! Wh 3 

Should Man, when Nature calls, not chuſe to dye, 

Rather than ſtretch the Span of Life, to find 

Such Ills as Fate has wiſely caſt behind, 

Por thote to feel, whom fond Deſi e to live 

Na kes covetous of more than Lite can give ? 

Mach has his Share of Good, and when *tis gone, 


The Gueſt, tho' hungry, cannot riſe too ſoon. Dr. Sig. Guiſe. 


Tis not the S!0ick's Leſſon got by Rote, 
The Pomp of Words, and Pedant Diſſertation, 
That can ſupport thee in that Hour of Terrour: 
Books have taught Cowards to talk nobly of it ; 
But when the T rial comes, they ſtart and ſtand aghaſt. 
Temple of Death. ( Rowe Fair Pen. 
In tho cold Climates, where the Sun appears 
Unwillingly, and hides his Face in Tears; 
A dreadtul Vale lies in a deſert Ifle, 
On which indulgent Heav'n did never ſmile, 
There a thick Grove of aged Cypreſs- Trees, 
Which none without an awful Horrour ſees, 
Into its wither'd Arms depriv'd of Leaves, 
Whole Flocks of ill- preſaging Birds receives : 
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Poiſons are all. the Plants the Soil will bear, 
And Winter is the only Seaſon there, 
Millions of Graves cover the ſpacious Field, 
And Springs of Blood a thouſand Rivers yield ; 
Whoſe Streams, oppreſs'd with Carcaſſes and Bones, 
Inftead of gentle Murmurs, pour forth Groans. 
Within this Vale a famous Temple ſtands, 
Old as the World itſelf, which it commands: 
Round is its Figure, and four Iron Gates 
Divide Mankind. By Order of the Fates, 
There come in Crowds; doom'd to one common Grave, 
The Young, the Old, the Monarch, and the Slave. 
Old Age and Pains, which Mankind mott deplores, 
Are faithful Keepers of thoſe ſacred Doors ; 
All. clad in mournful Blacks, which alfo load 
The ſacred Walls of this obſcure Abode; 
And Tapers of a pitchy Subſtance made, 
With Clouds of Smoak increaſe the diſmal Shade. 
A Monſter, void of Reaſon, and of Sight, 
The Goddeſs is who ſways this Realm of Night. 
Her Pow'r extends o'er ail Things that have Breath, 
A crael Tyrant, and her Name is Death. r. 
| Dying. I Js 
There Life gave Way, and the laſt roſ{@2th © 
Went in that Sigh. Death like a brutal Yictor 
Already enter'd, with rude Haite defaces 
The lovely Frame he'as maſter'd; ſee how ſoon 
Thoſe ſtarry Eyes have loſt their Light and Luſtre! 
Robe Amb. Step. 
He fell, and, deadly pale, 
Groan'd out his Soul, with guſhing Blood effus'd. Milt. 
Grov'ling in Death, he murmur'd on the Ground, 
And pour'd his Life out from the gaping Wound. Blac. 
He fell, and ſhiv'ring gaſp'd his lateſt Breath, 
And fainting ſunk into the Arms of Death. Blac. 
Biting the Ground he lies, 
And Death's unwelcome Shade o'erſpreads his Eyes. Blac. 
Gaſping he lay, and from the griſly Wound, 
The crimſon Lite ebb'd out upon the Ground. Blac. 
Shiv'ring Death crept cold along his Veins. . Blac. 
A gloomy Night o'erwhelms his dying Eyes, 
And his di Jainfal Soul from his pale Boſom flies, Zlac. 
He ſtaggers round, his Eye-balls roll in Death, | 
And with ſhort Sobs he por away his Breath. Dryd. Firg. 
— A 
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A hov'ring Miſt came ſwimming o'er his Sight, 
And ſcal'd lis Eyes in everlaſting N 
As full-blown Poppies, overcharg'd with Rain, 
Decline the Head, and, drooping, kiſs the Plain; 
So ſinks the Youth ; his beauteous Head depreſt 
Beneath his Helmet, drops upon his Breaſt. Pope. Hem. 
The Soul indignant ſeeks the Caves of Night, 
And his feaPa Eyes for ever loſe the Light. Pope Hom, 
With piercing Shrieks the Youth reſigns his Breath, 
His Eye- balls darken with the Shades of Death, Pope Hom. 
And Shades eternal ſettle o'er his Eyes. Pope Hom, 
The purple Hand of Death 
Clos'd his dim Eye, and Fate ſuppreſs'd his Breath. Pape Hom. 
The ling'ring Soul th' unwelcome Doom receives, (Virg. 
And murm'ring with Diſdain the beauteous Body leaves. Staff, 
He fetch'd his Breath in Sobs and double Sighs, 
And often ſtrove, but ſtrove in vain, to riſe: 
His Eyes, defrauded of their vital Ray, 
Labour for Life, and catch the flying Day : 
From the wide Wound a purple River flows, 
And Lite departs in ſtrong convulſive Throes. Blac. 
Thrice Dido try*d to raiſe her drooping Head, 
And fainting thrice, fell grov'ling on the Bed; 
Thrice op'd her heavy Eyes, and ſought the Light, 
And having found it, ſicken'd at the Sight; 
And clos'd her Lids at laſt in endleſs Night, {Dryd. Virg. 
The ſtruggling Sou! was loos'd, and Lite diſſolv'd in Air. 
A gath'ring Mitt o'erclouds her chearful Eyes, 
And irom her Cheeks the roſy Colour flies: 
He ſwims before her Sight, 
Inexorable Death, and claums his Right. 
dne ſtaggers in her Seat with agonizing Pains ; 
Dying, her open'd Hand forſakes the Reins. 
5 hort and more ſhort ſhe pants; by flow Degrees 
Her Mind the Paſſage from her Body frees: 
She drops her Sword, ſhe nods her plumy Creſt, 
Her drooping Head declining on her Breaſt: 
In the laſt Sigh her ſtruggling Soul expires, (Dryd.Firg. 
And murm'ring with Diſdain to Sgian Sounds retires, 
And Life at length forſook her heaving Heart, 
Loth from ſo ſweet a Manſion to depart. Dryd. Firg. 
A deadly Cold has froze the Blood ; 
The pliant Limbs grow ſtiff, and loſe their Uſe, 
And ali the animating Fire is quench'd. K 
v'n 
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Ev'n Beauty too is dead: An aſhy Pale 
Grows o'er the Roſes; the red Lips have Toft 
Their 1 Hue, for want of that ſweet Breath, 


That bleſs'd *em with its Odours, as it paſs'd. Rowe Tamerl. 


This was his laſt : For Death came on amaan, 

And exercis'd below his Iron Reign. 

Then upward to the Seat of Life he goes; 

Senſe fled before him ! what he touch'd he froze: 

Yet could he not his cloſing Eyes withdraw, 

Tho? lefs and leſs of Emily he ſaw, 

So, ſpeechleſs for a little Space he lay, (Pal. & Are. 

Then graſp'd the Hand he held, and figh'd hisSoul away. Dry.» 
More ſhe was faying, but Death ruſh'd betwixt : 

She half-pronounc'd your Name with her laſt Breath, 

And bury'd half within her, Dryd. All for Love. 
Oh ſhe is gone ! the talking Soul is mute: 

She's huſh'd: No Voice, nor Muſick now is heard: 

The Bow'r of Beauty is more ſtiil than Death; 

The Roſes fade; and the melodious Bird, 

That wak'd their Sweets, has left *em now for ever. Lee Ilex. 


She's out! The Damp of Death has quench'd her quite; 


Thoſe ſpicy Doors, her Lips, are ſhut, cloſe lock'd, 


Vhich never Gale of Life ſhall open more. Lee Mitbrid. 


He breathes ſhort, 
The Taper's ſpent, and this is his laſt Blaze. Lug Cæſ. Berg. 
His ſnowy Neck rechnes upon his Breaſt, 
Like a fair Flow'r by the keen Share oppreſ, d: 
Like a white Poppy finking on the Plain, 
Whoſe heavy Head is over charg'd with Rain. Dyd. Firg. 
Dying of Old Age. 
Of no Diſtemper, of no Blaſt he dy'd, 
But fell, lige Autumn-Fruit, that meliow'd long; 
Eva wonder'd at, becauſe he dropt no ſooner. 
Fate ſeem'd to wind him up for fourſcore Vears, 
Vet freſhly ran he on ten Winters more; 
Til, like a Clock, worn out with eating Time, 


Tic Wheels of weary Life at laſt ſtood itill, Lee Oædip. 


DEFORMITY. 
His livid Eyes, retreating from the Day, 
Deep in their hollow Orbits bury'd lay: 


This Shoulder elevated, that depreſs'd: 
And his foul Chin his 8 * Bolom preſs d. 


His Back- bone, ſtarting out, drew in his Breaſt; 7 
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Long little Legs ſuch has the ſtalking Crane, 

His ſhort ill-figur'd Body did ſuſtain, Blac. 
Why, Love renounc'd me in my Mother's Womb, 

And for 1 ſhould not deal in her ſoft Laws, 


He did corrupt frail Nature with ſome Bribe, W. 
'To ſhrink my Arm thus like a wither'd Shrub; 

Jo make an envious Mountain on my Back, Lc 
Where fits Deformity to mock my Body; dte 


Jo ſhape my Legs of an unequal Size; 
Jo diſproportion me in every Part, 


Like to a Chaos, or unlick'd Bear's Whelp, | M 
That carries no Impreſſion like the Dam. Shak. Hen. 6. P.;. 1 

Nature herſelf ſtart back when thou wert born, Fr 
And cry'd, The Work's not mine. 4 


4 he Midwife ſtood aghaſt ; and when ſhe ſaw 
't by Mountain-Back, and thy diſtorted Legs, 
'Thy Face itſelt 
Half minted with the royal Stamp of Man, 
And half o'ercome with Beaſt, ſhe doubted long 
Whoſe Right in thee were more ; | 
And knew not, if to burn thee in the Flames 
Were not the holier Work. 
Am TI to blame, if Nature threw my Body 
In ſo perverſe a Mold? Yet when ſhe caſt 
Her envious Hand upon my ſupple Joints, 
Unable to reſiſt, and rumpled them 
On Heaps in their dark Lodging ; to revenge 
Her bungled Work, ſhe ſtamp's my Mind more fair : 
| And as from Chacs, huddled and deform'd, 
The Gods ftruck Fire, and lighted up the Lamps 
| That beautify the Sky; fo ſhe inform'd 
This ill-ſnhap'd Body with a daring Soul: 
And making Leſs than Man, ſhe made me more. 
No! thou art all one Errour, Soul and Body ! 
The firſt young Trial of ſome unſkilPd Pow'r, 
Rude in the making Art, and Ape of Jove. 
Thy Body opens inward to thy Soul, ; 
And lets in Day to make thy Vices ſeen. | 
Thy crooked Mind within hunch'd out thy Back, 
And wander'd in thy Limbs : Thou Blot of Nature 
Thou Enemy of Eyes! Excreſcence of a Man! Dryd. Oedip. 
g DE GENEAAT E. 
Thus all below, whether by Nature's Curſe, 
Or Fate's Decree, degen' rate ſtill to wonde, Dryd. Ving. 
; | Time 
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Time ſenſibly all things impairs, © 

Our Fathers have been worſe than theirs, 

And we than ours; next Age will ſee 

A Race more profligate than we, 
With all the Pains we take, have Skill enough to be. Ro/c. Hor. 

The Wicked, when compar'd with the more Wicked, 

Look beautiful ; and not to be the worſt 
Stands in ſome Rank of Praiſe. Shak. K. Lear: 


DE L UG E. 
Mean while the South-Wind roſe, and with black Wings, 
Wide hov'ring, all the Clouds together drove 
From under Heav'n: The Hills, to their Supply, 
Vapour and Exhalation duſk and moiſt 
Sent up amain: And now the thicken'd Sky, 
Like a dark Cieling, ſtood. Down ruſh'd the Rain 
Impetuous, and continu'd till the Earth 
No more was ſeen: The floating Veſſel ſwam, 
Up-lifted ; and ſecure, with beaked Prow, 
Rode tilting o'er the Waves: All Dwellings elſe 
Food overwhelm'd, and them, with all their Pomp, 
Deep under Water roll'd: Sea cover'd Sea: 
Sea without Shore! and in their Palaces, f 
Where Luxury lately reign'd, Sea-Monſters whelp'd, 
And ſtabled: Of Mankind, ſo num'rous late, 
All left, in one ſmall Bottom ſwam imbark'd. Mili. 
Th expanded Waters gather on the Plain, 
They float the Fields, and over-top the Grain: 
Then, ruſhing onwards, with a ſweepy Sway, 
Bear Flocks, and Folds, and lab'ring Hinds away : 
Nor ſafe their Dwellings were; for, ſapp'd by Floods, . 
Their Houſes fell upon their Houſhold Gods. 
The ſolid Piles, too ſtrongly built to fall, 
High o'er their-Heads, behold a wat'ry Wall. 
Now Seas and Earth were in Confuſion loſt: 
A World of Waters, and without a Coaſt. 
Oneclimbs a Cliff, one in his Boat is born, 
And ploughs above, where late he ſow'd his Corn. 
Others o'er Chimney-Tops and Turrets row, 
And dicp their Anchors on the Meads below : 
Or downward driven, bruiſe the tender Vine; 
Or toſt aloft, are knock'd againſt a Pine. 
And where of late the Kics had cropt the Grats, 
The Monſters of the Deep now take their Place. | 
| luſulting 
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Inſulting Nereids on the Cities ride, 

And wond'ring Dolphins o'er the Palace glide ; 
On Leaves and Maſts of mighty Oaks they browze, 
And their broad Fins entangle in the Boughs. 
The frighted Wolf now ſwims among the Sheep, 
'The yellow Lion wanders in the Deep: 

His rapid Force no longer helps the Boar, 

The Stag ſwims faſter than he ran before: 

The Fowls, long beating on their Wings in vain, 
Deſpair of Lo and drop into the Main. 

Now Hills and Vales no more Diſtinction know, 


And levePd Nature lies oppreſs'd below. Dryd. Virg. 


D-ESPAIR. 
Deſpair, whoſe Torments no Men ſure 


But Lovers and the Damn'd endure. Comvl, 
Deſpair of Lite the Means of Living ſhews. Dryd. Virg. 


We, when our Fate can be no worſe, 
Are fitted for the braveſt Courſe; 
Have time to rally. and prepare 
Our laſt and beſt Defence, Deſpair. 
Deſpair, by which the gallant' Feats 
Have been atchiev'd in greateſt Straits; 
And horrid it Dangers ſaſely wav'd, 
By being courageouſly-out-bray'd : 
As Wounds by other Wounds are heal'd, 
And Poiſons by themſelves expell'd. Hud. 
De/pair, attended wich her ghaſtly Train, 
Anguijh, Confuſion, Herrour, howling Pain, 
Shall at her tadeous Army's Head advance, 
And ſhake againſt his Breaſt her bloody Lance; 
Shall draw her Troops of Terrour in Array, 
Muſter her Griels, and horrid War difplay : 
As Kings for Fight their warlike Ranks ditpoſe, 
So ſhall ſhe range her thick embattl'd Woes. Blac, 
He makes his Heart a Prey to black Deſpair : 
He eats not, drinks not, ſleeps not, has no Uſe 
Of any thing but Thought; or if he talks 
*1'ts to himſelf, and then *tis perfect Raving: 
'Then he defies the World, and bids it paſs ; | 
Sometimes he gnaws his Lips, then draws his Mouth 
Into a ſcornful Smile. Dryd. All for Love, 
| Now cold Deſpair 
To livid Paleneſs turns the glowing Red; 
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His Blood, -ſcarce liquid, 'creeps within his Veins, (Arc. 
Like Water which the freezing Wind conſtrains. Dryd. Pal. 
He rav'd with all the Madneſs of Deſpair, 
He roar'd, he beat his Breaſt, he tore his Hair ; 
Dry Sorrow in his ſtupid Eyes appears, 
For, wanting Nouriſhment, he wanted Tears. 
His Eye-balls in their hollow Sockets fink, | 
Bereft of Sleep, he loaths his Meat and Drink ; 
He withers at the Heart, and looks as wan, 
As the pale Spectre of a murder'd Man; 
That Pale turns yellow, and his Face receives 
The faded Hue of fapleſs boxen Leaves. 
In ſolitary Groves he makes his Moan, 
Walks early out, and ever is alone; 
Nor, mix'd in Mirth, in youthful Pleaſure ſhares, 
But ſighs when Songs and Inſtruments he hears. 
His Spirits are ſo low, his Voice is drown'd, 
He hears as from afar, or in a Swound ; 
Like the deaf Murmurs of a diftant Sound. 
Uncomb'd his Locks, and ſqualid his Attire ; 
Unlike the Trim of Love, or gay Deſire: 
But full of muſeful Mopings, which preſage 
The Loſs of Reaſon, and concludein Rage. Dryd. Pal. & Arc, 
I'm here! and thus the Shades of Night around me, 
I look as if all Hell were in my Heart! 
And I in Hell! Nay, ſurely, tis fo with me; 
For every Step I tread, methinks ſome Fiend 
Knocks at my Breaſt, and bids it not be quiet. 
Pve heard how deſp'rate Wretches, like myſelf, 
Have wander'd out at this dead Lime of Night, 
To meet the Foe of Mankind in his Walks : 
Sure I'm fo curſt, that, tho? of Heav'n forſaken, 
No Minifter of Darkneſs cares to attempt me. Orw. Yen. Pref, 
Beneath this gloomy Shade, 
By Nature only for my Sorrows made, 
F11 ſpend this Voice in Cres. 
In Tears I'll waſte theſe Eyes, 
By Love fo vainly fed; 
So Luſt of old the Deluge puniſhed. 
When Thoughts of Love I enterta'n, 
I meet no Words but Never and Ix wain ? 
Newer ! Alas, that dreadful Name, 
Which fuels the eternal Flame ! 
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Never my Time to come muſt waſte ! 
In vain torments the Preſent and the Paſt ! 
Then down I laid my Head, 
Down on cold Earth, and for a while was dead, 
And my freed Soul to a ſtrange Somewhere fled, 
Ah L-fottiſh Soul, 110 a 
When back to its Cage again I ſaw it fly: 
Fool! to reiume her broken Chain, 
And row her Galley here again ! 
Fool to that Body to return, 
Where it condemn'd, and deſtin'd is to burn! Cowl, 
My fad Soul 
Has form'd a diſmal melancholy Scene; 
Such a Retreat as I Would with to find : 
An unfrequented V ale, o'ergrown with Trees 
Moſſy and old, within whoſe loneſome Shade 
Ravens and/ Birds ill-omen'd only dwell : ,, 
No Sound to break the Silence, but a Brook 
That, bubbling, winds among the Weeds: No Mark 
Of any human Shape that had been there ; 
Unleſs a Skeleton of ſome poor Wretch, 
Who had long ſince, like me by Love undone, 
Sought that ſad Place out to deſpair and die in. Rowe FairPen, 
Winds, bear me to ſome barren Iſland, 
Where Print of human Feet was never ſeen ; 
O'ergrown with Weeds of ſuch a monſtrous Height, 
Their baleful Tops are waſh'd with bellying Clouds: 
Beneath whoſe ven'mous Shade I may have vent 
For Horrour, that would blaſt the barb'rous World. Lee Oedip. 
There let me groan my Horrour on the Earth, 
There bellow out my utmoſt Gall ; 
There fob my Sorrows till I burſt with ſighing; 
There gaſp and EN out my wounded Soul. Lee Ocdip. 
'This Pomp of Horrour 


Is fit to feed the Frenzy in my Soul 


Here's Room for Meditation ev'n to Madneſs, 

Till the Mind burſt with thinking. Roave Fair Pen. 
] fanc 

I'm now turn'd wild, a 88 of Nature, 

Of all forſaken, and forſak ing all: 

Live in a ſhady Foreſts Sylvan Scene; 

Srretch'd at my Length bencath ſome blaſted Oak, 

] lean my Hand upon the moſſy Bark, 

And look juſt of a Piece, as I grew from it. 


My uncomb'd Locks, matted ike Milletoe, Hang 


Deſpair. 159 
Hang o'er my hoary Face: The Herd come jumping by me, 
And fearleſs quench their Thirſt while I look on, 
And take me for their Fellow-Citizen. Dryd. All for Love. 
There is a ſtupid Weight upon my Senſes, 
A diſmal ſullen Stillneſs, that ſucceeds 
The Storm of Rage and Grief, like iilent Death 
After the Tumult and the Noiſe of Life: 
Would it were Death, (as ſure tis wondrous like it) 
For I am fick of Living; my Souls pall'd; 
She kindles not with Anger or Revenge ; 
Love was th* informing active Fire within: 
Now that 1s quench'd, the Maſs forgets to move, 
And longs to mingle with its Kindred Earth. RoweF air Pen. 
For cold Deſpair begins to freeze my Boſom, 
And all my Pow'rs are now reſolv'd on Death. Lee Theod. 
There's nothing in this World can make me joy: 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told Tale, 
Vexing the dull Ear of a drowſy Man. Shak, K. John, 
Oh! I have Cauſe to curſe my Life, my Being; 
To curſe each Morn, each chearful Morn that dawns 
With healing Comfort, on its balmy Wings, 
To ev'ry wretched Creature but my ſelf : 
To me it brings more Pain and iterated Woes. Rowe U. 
My Life's a Load encumber'd with the Charge, 
long to {et th' impriſon'd Soul at large. Dryd. Pal. & Arc. 
For I, the moſt forlorn of Human-kind 
Nor Help can hope, nor Remedy can find ; 
But doom'd to drag my loathſome Life in Care, 
For my Reward muſt end it in Deſpair. 
Fire, Water, Air, and Earth, and Force of Fates, 
That governs all, and Heav'n that all creates; 
Nor Art, nor Nature's Hand, can eaſe my Grief : 
Nothing but Death, the Wretch's laſt Relief. 
Then farewell Youth, and all the Joys that dwell Arc. 
With Youth and Life; and Life itſelf farewell. Dryd. Pal. & 
Olzwia here in Solitude he found, 
Her down-caſt Eyes fixt on the ſilent Ground; 
Her Dreſs neglected, and unbound her Hair, 
She ſeem'd the mournful Image of Deſpair. Gar. 
But furious Dido, with dark Thoughts involv'd, 
Shook at the mighty Miſchief ſhe refoly'd : 
With livid Spots diltinguiſh'd was her Face; 
Red were her rolling Eyes, and diſcompos'd her Pace; 
Ghallly 


— 
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Ghaſtly ſhe gaz'd, with Pain ſhe drew her Breath; 
And Nature thiver'd at approaching Death. Dryd. Ving. 
Whither ſhall I fly ? hs 

Where hide me and my Miſeries together? 

Oh Belvidera I'm the wretched'ſt Crea ure 

E'er crawl'd on Earth. Now, if thou'ſt Virtue, help me; 

Take me into thy Arms, and ſpeak the Words of Peace 

To my divided Soul that wars within me, 

And raiſes ev'ry Senſe to my Confuſion. 

By Heav'n, I'm tott'ring on the very Brink 

Of Peace, and thou art all the Hold I've left: 

Do thou, at leaſt, with charitable Goodneſs. 

Aſſiſt me in the Par gs of my Afflictions. Otæo. Fen. Pre/, 
Could'ſt thou but think how 1 have ſpent the Night, 

Dark and alone, no Fillow to my Head, 

Reft in my Eyes, nor Quiet in my Heart, 

Thou would'ſt not, Belvidera, ſure thou would'Rt not 

Talk to me thus; but, like a pitying Angel, 

RY thy Wings, come ſettle on my Breaſt, 

And hatch warm Comforts there, ere Sorrows freeze it. 
Why then, poor Mourner, in what baleful Corner 

Haſt thou been talking with that Witch, the Night? 

On what cold Stone haſt thou been ſtretch'd along? 

Gath'ring the grumbling Winds about thy Head, 


To mix with theirs the Accents of thy Woes ? Otau. en. Pre. 


Let us embrace, and, from this very Moment, 
V.ow an eternal Miſery together. 
And wilt thou be a very faithful Wretch ? 
Never grow fond of chearful Peace again ? 
Wilt thou with me ſtudy to be unhappy, 
And find out Ways how to increale Afflictions? 
We'll inſtitute new Arts unknown betore, 
To vary — and make em look like new ones. . 
Then let's together, 
Full of our Guilt, diſtrated where to roam, | 
Like the firſt wretched Pair, expell'd their Paradiſe : 
Let's find ſome Place where Adders neſt in Winter, 
Loathſome and venemous ; where Poiſons hang, N 
Like Gums, againſt the Walls: Where Witches meet 
By Night, and feed upon ſome pamper'd Imp, 
Fat with the Blood of Babes: There we'll inhabit, 
And live up to the Height of Deſperation : 
Defire ſhall languiſh, like a with'ring Flow'r ; 
And no Diſtinction of the Sex be thought of; 


Horrors 


'rg, 
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Horrors ſhall fright me from thoſe pleaſing Harms; 

And I'll no more be caught with Beauty's Charms? 

But, when I'm dying take me in thy Arms. Ozw. Orph. 
All Hope of Succour but from thee is pail, 

As when upon the Sands the Traveller 

Sees the high Sea come rolling from afar, - 

The Land grow ſhort, he mends his weary Pace, 

While Death behind him covers all the Place : 

So I by ſwift Misfortunes am purſu'd, | 

Which on each other are like Waves renew'd. Dryd. Ind. Emp. 


DEV IL. See Hell. Rage. 
DEVOTION. 

Devotion is the Love we pay to Heav'n. Dryd. Ind. Emp. 

Devotion ! that oft binds the Almighty's Arms, | 
And with her Prayers and Tears, her pow'rful Charms, 
Of all its Thunder his right Hand diſarms. 
She paſſes quick Heav'n's lofty cryſtal Walls, 
And the high Gates fly open when ſhe calls; 
Her Pow'r can ſentenc'd Criminals reprieve, 
Judgment arreſt, and bid the the Rebel hve. 
Her Voice did once the Sun's ſwift Chariot ſtay, 
And on the Verge of Heav'n, held back the falling Day. 
She makes contentious Winds forget their Strife : 
And calls back to the Dead departed Life. 
Charm'd by her Voice, Rivers — ſtop'd their Courſe, 
And the child Fire laid down its burning Force. Blac. 

Devotion in Diſtreſs 

Is born, but vaniſhes in Happineſs. Dryd. Tyr. Lowe. 
Thoſe, who revere the Gods, the Gods will bleſs. Pope Hom. 


DIANA. 
Such on Eurota's Banks, or Cynthus' Height, 
Diana ſeems, and ſo ſhe charms the Sight, 
When in the Dance the grateful Goddeſs leads 
The Choir of Nymphs, and over-tops their Heads, 
Known by her Quiver, and her lofty Mien, 
dhe walks Majeſtic, and ſhe looks their Queen : 
Latina ſees her ſhine above the reſt, | 
And feeds with ſecret Joy her ſilent Breaſt, Dryd. Virg. 
Diana thus on Cynthus' ſhady Top, 
Or by Eurota's Stream, leads to the Chace 
Her Virgin Train: A-thouſand lovely Nymphs, 
Of Form celeſtial all, troop by her Side; 
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Amidſt a thoufand Nymphs the Goddeſs ſtands conſeſt, 

In Beauty, Majeſty, and Port Divine, 

Supream and Eminent. Rowe LAV 
The graceful Goddeſs was array'd in Green; 

About her feet were little Beagles ſeen, 

IT hatwatch'd with upward Eyes, the Motions of their Queen 

Her Legs were buſkin'd, and the Left before, 

In Act to ſhoot : A Silver Bow ſhe bore, 

And at her Back a painted Quiver wore. 

She trod a wexing Moon, that ſoon would wane, 

And, drinking borrow'd Light, be fill'd again. 

With down-caft Eyes, as ſeeming to ſurvey 

The dark Dominions, her alternate Sway.Dryd. Pal, Q Arc, 
O Goddeſs, Haunter of the Wood-land Green, 

To whom both Heav'n and Earth, and Seas are ſeen; 
ueen of the nether Skies, where half the Year 

Thy ſilver Beams deſcend, and light the gloomy Sphere; 

Goddeſs of Maids, and conſcious of our Hearts : 

Thy Vot'reſs from my tender Years, I am, 

And love, like thee, the Woods and Sylvan Game, 

Thou Goddeſs, by thy triple Shape art ſeen Are. 

In Heav'n, Earth, Hel — ev'ry where a Queen. Dry d. Pal. 


4 TOLD 

Far on th'infernal Frontiers, near the Shore 
On which th'inſulting Waves of Chaos roar : 
There ſtands a high and craggy Cliff, that braves 
The neighb'ring Tempeſts and tumultuous Waves. 
On this ſharp Rock does the dire Fiend remain, 
Bound with a vaſt, unwieldy, brazen Chain, 
Her hideous Yells the gloomy Deep affright, 
And interrupt the Peace of loneſome Night. 
A thouſand horrid Mouths the Monſter ſhew'd, 
And each had twenty Tongues, all fierce and loud: 
Her bloody Jaws did her lean Limbs devour, 
And from her Wounds ſhe drank the flowing Gore. 
With her ſharp Claws ſhe did her Entrails tear, 
And from her Head pull'd off her inaky Hair. 
The Breath ſhe belch'd did with a fearful Sound 
Make Storms and Whirlwinds in the Air around. 
Her glaring, fierce, miſplac'd, diſtorted Eyes, 
Like adverſe Meteors flaming in the Skies, 
Their firey Orbs againſt each other turn'd, 
Tremendous in their bloody Circles burn'd. 


Round 
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Round her foul Waſte a thouſand Monſters rag'd, 

A dreadful Sight! in endleſs Strife engag'd. 

Theſe all each other and their Parent tear, 

And rend her Bowels with eternal War. 

Raving and reſtleſs on the Rock ſhe turn'd, 

And with her Feet her maſſy Fetters ſpurn'd. Blac. 
Diſcord, dire Siſter of the Slaught'ring Pow'r ! 

Small at her Birth, but riſing ev'ry Hour: 

While ſcarce the Skies her horrid Head can bound, 

She ſtalks on Earth, and ſhakes the World around : 

The Nations bleed where-e'er her Steps ſhe turns, 

The Groan ſtill deepens, and the Combat burns. Pope Hom, 
Diſcord ever haunts with hideous Mien, 

Thoſe dire Abodes where Hymen once has been, Gar. 


DIS DAI N. See Scorn. 
Diſdainfully ſhe look'd, then turning round, 
She fix'd her Eyes, unmov'd upon the Ground ; 
And what he ſays and ſwears regards no more 
Than the deaf Rocks when the loud Billows roar : 
But whirl'd away to ſhun his hateful Sight. Dryd. Yirgs. 
Diſdain and Scorn ride ſparkling in her Eyes, 
Deſpiſing what they look on. Shak. Much ado about Nothing. 
Diſdain has ſwell'd him up, and choak'd his Breath, 
Sullen and dumb, and obſtinate to Death: 
No Signs of Pity in his Face appear : 
Cramm'd with his Pride he leaves no Room within 
For Sighs to iſſue out, or Love to enter in. Dryd. Cleom. 
Still to weep and ſtill complain, 
Does but more provoke Diſdain. 
Diſdain and Love ſucceed by turns, 
One freezes me, and t'other burns. 
Away, fond Love, thou Foe to Reſt! 
Give Hate the full Poſſeſſion of my Breaſt. 
| Hate is the nobler Paſſion far, 
When Love is ill-repaid; 
For at one Blow it ends the War, 
And cures the Love- ſick Maid. Dryd. Ab. & Alban. 
When Maids are coy, have manlier Aims in View ; 
Leave thoſe that fly, but thole that like purſue, Garth Ovid. 


DIS EAS E. See Infirmary. 
Nigh the Receſs of Chaos and dull Night, 
Where Death maintains his dread tyrannick Sway, 


In 
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In the cloſe Covert of a Cypre/s Grove, 

Where Goblins frisk, and airy Spectres rove; 
Yawns a dark Cave moſt formidably wide, 
And there the Monarch's Triumphs are deſcry'd, 
_ Confus'd and wildly huddled to the Eye, 

The Beggar's Pouch, and Prince's Purple lye : 
Dim Lamps with fickly Rays ſcarce ſeem to glow, 
Sighs heave in mourntul Moans, and Tears o'erflow. 
Old mou!d'ring Urns, pale Fear, and dark Diſtreſs 
Make up the frightful Horror of the Place. 
Within its dreadful Jaws thoſe Furies wait, 

Which execute the harſh Decrees of Fate. 
Febris is firſt ; the Hag relentleſs hears 
The Virgin's Sighs, and fees the Infant's Tears. 
In her parch'd Eye-balls fiery Meteors reign, 
And reſtleſs Ferments revel in each Vein. 
Then Hydreps next appears among the T hiong, 
Bloated and big, ſhe ſlowly fails along : 
But, like a Mike. in Exceſs ſhe's poor, 
And pines for Thirft amidft her wat'ry Store. 
Now loathfome Lepra, that offenſive Spright, 
With foul Eruptions ſtain'd, offends the Sight: 
She's deaf to Beauty's ſoft perſuading Pow'r, 
Nor can bright Hebe's Charms her Bloom ſecure. 
Whilſt meagre Phrhifis gives a ſilent Blow, 
Her Strokes are ſure, but her Advances flow : 
No loud Alarms, nor fierce Aſſaults are ſhewn ; 
She ſtarves the Fortreſs firſt, then takes the Town. 
Behind ſtood Crowds of more inferior Fame; 
Too num'rous to repeat, too foul to name; 
The Vaſſals of their Monarch's Tyranny, 
Who, at his Nod, on fatal Errand 

When raging Fevers boil the Blood, 
The ſtanding Lake ſoon floats into a Flood: 
And ev'ry hoſtile Humour, which before 


Slept quiet in its Channel, bubbles o'er. Dryd. A/. & Achit. 


efore the curing of a ftrong Diſeaſe, 
Ev'n in the Inſtant of Repair and Health, 
The Fit is ſtrongeſt : Evils that take Leave, 
On their Departure moſt of all ſhew Evil. Shak. K. John. 
And where the greater Malady is fixt, 
The leſſer is ſcarce felt: When the Mind's free, 
'The Body's delicate, The Tempeſt in my Mind 
Does from my Senſes take all F 2 elſe, 


s fly. Gar. 


ed 
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Save what beats there. Shak, K. Lear. 
Di/eaſe, thou ever moſt propitious Pow'r, 

Whoſe kind Indulgences we taſte each Hour; 

Thou well can{ boaſt thy num'rous Pedigree, 

Begot by Sloth, maintain'd by Luxury. 

In gilded Palaces thy Proweſs reigns, 

But flies the humble Sheds of Cottage-Swains, 

To you ſuch Might and Energy belong, 

You nip the Blooming, and unnerve che Strong. 

The purple Conqueror in Chains you bind, 

And are to us Phyſicians only Hind. 

And in Return all Diligence we pay, 

To fix your Empire, and confirm your Sway. _ Gar. 


e. 
"Tis ſtrange how ſome Mens Tempers ſuit, 
Like Bawd and Brandy, with Diſpate ; 
That for their own Opinions ſtand faſt, | 
Only to have them claw'd and canvaſt, 
That, keep their Conſciences in Caſes, 
As Fidlers do their Crowds and Baſes; 
Ne'er to be us'd, but when they're bent 
To play a Fit for Argument. 
Make true or falſe, unjuſt or juſt, 
Of no Uſe but to be diſcuſs'd : 
Diſpute, and ſet a Paradox, 
Like a ſtrait Boot, upon the Stocks; 
And ſtretch it more unmercifully 
Than Helmont, Montaigu, White, or Tully, 
And when Diſputes are wearied out, 
Tis Intereſt {ll reſolves the Doubt. Hud. 
Diſputants, like Rams and Bulls, 
Do fight with Arms that ſpring from Sculls. Hud. 


DISS EMB LE R. See Women. 
Why, I can ſmile, and murder while I ſmile, 
And cry Content to that which grieves my Heart, 
And wet my Cheeks with artificial Tears, 


And frame my Face to all Occaſions. Shak, Hen. VI. Par. 3. 


Now we muſt ſhew a Maſterpiece indeed; 
To meet the Man whom we would make an End of, 
Ev'n at that Time when mortal War's within, 
When the Blood boils and fluſhes to be at him; 


Yet. 
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Yet then to ſhew the Signs of heartieſt Love, (of Pax. 
To cringe, to fawn, to ſmile, to weep, to ſwear ! Lee Ma, 
Thou ſhalt not break yet, Heart, nor ſhall ſhe know 
My inward 'Torment by my outward Show : 
To let her ſee my Weakneſs were too bale; 

Diſſembled Quiet fits upon my Face: 
My Sorrow to my Eyes no Paſſage find, 
But let it inward fink, and drown my Mind, 
Falſhood fhall want its Triumph ! I begin 
To ſtagger, but Pl! prop myſelf within; 
The ſpacious Tow'r no Ruin ſhall diſcloſe, 
Till down at once the mighty Fabrick goes. Dryd. Auren, 
"Theſe Words he ſpoke, but ſpoke not from his Heart; 
His outward Smiles conceal'd his inward Smart. Dryd.Vire. 
Diſſembling Hope, her cloudy Front ſhe clears, 
And a falſe Vigour in her Eyes appears. Dryd. Virg, 
In vain you ſooth me with your ſoft Endearments, 
And ſet the faireſt Countenance to view; | 
Your gloomy Eyes betray a Deadnefs, 
And inward Languiſhing : That Oracle 
Eats, like a ſubtle Worm, its venom'd Way, 
Preys on your Heart, and rots the noble Core; 
Howe'er the beauteous Outſide ſhews ſo lovely. Lee Ocdip, 
Unhurt, untouch'd, did I complain, 
And terrify'd all others with my Pain ; 
But now I feel the mighty Evil: 
Ah! there's no fooling with the Devil : 
So wanton Men, while they would others fri ght, 
Themſelves have met a real Spright. 
Darts, and Wounds, and Flame, and Heat, 
I nam'd but for the Rhyme or the Conceit ; 
Nor meant my Verſe ſhould raiſed be, 
To this fad Fame of Prophecy. 


— 


Truth gives a dull Propriety to my Style, 


And all the Metaphors does ſpoil. 
In things where Fancy much does reign, 

*T 1s dangerous too cunningly to feign. 

The Play at laſt a Truth does grow, 

And Cuftom into Nature go. 
By this curſt Arv of Begging, I became 

Lame, with counterfeiting lame, 

My Lines of amorous Deſire 
I wrote to kindle and blow others Fire; 


And 
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And 'twas a barbarous Delight, 
My Fancy 2 from the Sight: | 
But now, by Love, the mighty Pbalaris, f 
My burning Bull che firit to try. Cowl. 
Who dares think one thing, and another tell, 
My Heart deteſts him as the Gates of Hell, Pape Hom. 


DISSENSION. 
Diſſenſions, like ſmall Streams, at firſt begun, 
Scarce ſeen they riſe, but gather as they run; 
So Lines that from their Parallel decline, 
More they advance, the more they ſtill disjoin. Gar. 


D O G. See Conjurer, Hounds, and Hunting. 

So faithfuk Dogs their fleecy Charge maintain, 
With Toil protected from the prowling Train; 
When the gaunt Lioneſs, with Hunger bold, 
Springs from the Mountains tow'rds the guarded Fold, 
Thro' breaking Woods her ruſtling Courſe they hear; 
Loud, and more loud, the Clamours ſtrike their Ear 
Of Hounds and Men; they ſtart, they gaze around, 
Watch ev'ry Side, and turn to ev'ry Sound, Pope Hom. 


DOLPHIN. 
As when a Dolphin ſports upon the Tide, 
Diſplays his Beauties, and his ſcaly Pride; 
His various-colour'd Arch adorns the Flood, 
Like a bright Rainbow in a wat'ry Cloud: 
He from the Billows leaps with gameſome Strife, 
Wanton with Vigour and immod'rate' Lite. Blac. 
The Dolphins in the, Deep each other chaſe (irg. 
In Circles, when they ſwim around the at'ry Race. Dry, 


D OUS F 

Doubt's the worſt Tyrant of a gen'rous Mind,. 
The Coward's ill, who dares not meet his Fate, 
And ever doubting to be fortunate, 
Falls to the Wretchedneſ: his Fears create. Behn. 

Oh how this Tyrant Doubt torments my Breaſt! 
My Thoughts, like Birds, when frighted from their !\ oft, 
Around the Place, where all was huſh'd before, 
Flutter, and hardly ſettle any more. Otw., Dou Car.. 

Floating in a Flood of Care, oy: 
is 
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This Way and that he turns his anxious Mind, 
Thinks and rejects the Counſel he defign'd : 
Explores himſelf in vain in ev'ry Part, 
And gives no Reſt to his diſtracted Heart. Dryd. Virg 
For various Thoughts began to buſtle, 
And with his inward Man to juſtle. 
He ſtop'd and paus'd upon the ſuddain, 
And with a ſerious Forehead plodding, 
Sprung a new Scruple in his Head, 
Which firſt he ſcratch'd, and after ſaid : 
Quoth he, in all my paſt Adventures 
I ne'er was ſet fo on the Tenters, 
Or taken tardy with Dilemma, 
That ev'ry Way I turn does hem me, 
And with inextricable Doubt, 
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Beſets a Wits about. Hud. 
Doubt is ſome Eaſe to thoſe who fear the worſt. Dryd. Statt 
(of Inn. 

DOVE. 


As when a Dove her rocky Hold forſakes ; 
Rouz'd in a Fright her ſounding Wings ſhe ſhakes : 
The Cavern rings with Clatt'ring ; out ſhe flies, 
And leaves her callow Care, and cleaves the Skies ; 
At firſt ſhe flutters, but at length ſhe ſprings 
To ſmoother Flight, and ſhoots upon her Wings. Dryd.Firg. 


DREAM S. 
Dreams are but Interludes which Fancy makes: 

When Monarch Reaſon fleeps, this Mimic wakes ; 
Compounds a Medley of disjointed things, 
A Mob of Coblers, and a Court of Kings: 
Light Fumes are merry, groſſer Fumes are ſad ; 
Both are the reaſonable Soul run mad; | 
And many monſtrous Forms in Sleep we ſee, 
Thu never were, nor are, nor e'er can be. 

| Sometimes forgotten things, long caſt behind, 
l | Ruſh forward in the Brain, and come to mind; 
if The Nurſes Legends are for Truths receiv'd, 
" And the Man dreams but what the Boy believ'd. 
l| Sometimes we but rehearſe a former Play, 

1 The Night reſtores our Actions done by Day: 
As Hounds in Sleep will open for their Prey. 
In ſhort, the Farce of Dreams is of a Piece, (Fox, 
Chimeras all, and more abſurd or leſs. Dryd. The Cock * 
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All Dreams 
Are from Repletion and Complexion bred, | 
From riſing Fumes of indigeſted Food, | | 
And noxious Humours that infe& the Blood. | 
When Choler overflows, then Dreams are bred 
Of Flames, and all the Family of Red: 
Red Dragons, and red Beaſts in Sleep we view; 
For Humours are diſtinguiſh'd by their Hue. 
From hence we dream of War, and warlike Things, 
And Waſps and Hornets with their double Wings, 
Choler adult congeals our Blood with Fear, 
Then black Bulls tofs us, and black Devils tear. 
In ſanguine airy Dreams aloft we bound ; 
With Rheums oppreſs'd,w2 fink in Rivers drown'd : CH e Fox, 
The dominating Humour makes the Dream. Dry.TheCockand 


When heavy Sleep has clos'd the Sight, 
And ſickly Fancy labours in the Night, 
We ſeem to run, and deſtitute of Force, 
Our ſinking Limbs forſake us in the Courſe : 
in vain we heave for Breath, in vain we cry, 
The Nerves unbrac'd their uſual Strength deny, 
And on che Tongue the faul ring Accents die. D. Virg. 

As one, who in ſome frightful Dream would ſhun 

His preſſing Foe, labours in vain to run; 

And his own Slownels in his Sleep bemoans, 

With thick ſhort Sighs, weak Cries, and tender Groans. Dry. 
His idle Feet (Cong. of Gran, 

Grow to the Ground; his ſtruggling Voice dies inward. Dr yd. 

As he, ho in a Dream wit Drought is curſt, (roil. & 
And finds no real Drink to quench his Thirſt, Creſ]. 
Runs to imagin'd Lakes his Heat to ſteep, Fe 
And vainly ſwills, aud labours in his Sleep. Dryd. Lucr. 

A Dream o'ertook me at my waking Hour 
This Morn ; and Dreams they ſay are then divine, 

When all the balmy Vapours are exhal'd, 


And ſome o'erpowering God continues Sleep. Dryd. Don. Seb. 


DRINKING. See Bowl. Silenus. 
Crown high the Goblets with a chearful Draught ; 


Lajoy the preſent Hour, adjournthe futureThought. Dr. rg. 


They brim, their ample Bowls, 
Fill high the Goblets with a ſparkling Flcod. Did. Virg. 
indulge thy Genius, and o'erflow thy Soul, 


Till thy Wit ſparkle like the chearful Bowl, Dryd. Per. | 
Vo L. 3 | I , 1nhe | 
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The flowing Bowl 


Wit a full Tide enlarg'd his chearful Soul.  Syepn, Jun, 
Make haſte to meet the gen'rous Wine, 


Whoſe piercing is for thee delay d: 
y 


The roly Wreath is ready made, 
And artful Hands prepare 
The fragrant Oil, that ſhall perfume thy Hair, 


— 


When the Wine ſparkles from afar, 
And the well-natur'd Friend cries, come away: 
Make haſte, and leave thy Bus'neſs and thy Care; 


No mortal Int'reſt can be worth thy Stay. 


Dryd. Hor, 


Here's to thee, Dick, this whining Love deſpiſe, 
Pledge me, my Friend, and drink till thou art wiſe : 


It ſparkles brighter far than ſhe ; 
"Tis pure, and right without Deceit. 
And ſuch no Woman e'er will be, 
No ! they are all ſophiſticate. 


Here's to thee again, thy ſenſeleſs Sorrow drown'd, 
Glaſs walk till all things too go round: 


Again: Till theſe two Lights are four 
No Errors here can dang'rous prove ; 


Thy Paſſion, Man, deceives thee more: 


None double ſee like Men in Love. 
Fill the Bowl with roſy Wine: 
Around our Temples Roſes twine, 
And let us chearfully a while, 
Like the Wine and Roſes, ſmile. 
Crown'd with Roſes we contemn 
Gyges' wealthy Diadem. 
'To-day is our's! what do fear: 
'To-day is our's | we have it here 
Let's treat it kindly, that it may 
Wiſh at leaſt with us to ſtay : 
Let's baniſh Bus'neſs, baniſh Sorrow : 


Cowl, 


To the Gods belongs To-morrow. Cow!/, Anat. 


Under this Myrtle Shade, 
On flow'ry Beds ſupinely laid, 


With od'rous Oils my Head o'erflowing, 


And around it Roſes growing, | 
What ſhould I do, but drink away 
The Heat and Trouble of the Day? 
In this more than kingly State, 
Loewe himſelf ſhall on me wait: 
Fill to me, Lowe, nay fill it up, 
And mingled, caſt into the Cup 


. 


Wit, 


ol. 


nac. 


Wit, 
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Wit, and Mirth, and noble Fires, 
Vig'rous Health, and gay Defires. 
The Wheel of Life no leſs will ſtay, 
In a ſmooth than rugged Way: 
Since it _— does flee, 
Let the Motion pleaſant be. 
Why do we precious Ointments ſhow'r, 
Noble Wines why do we pour, 
Beauteous Flow'rs why do we ſpread 
On the Mon'ments of the Dead ? 
Nothing they but Duſt can ſhow, 
Or Bones that haſten to be ſo. 
Crown me with Roſes whilſt I live: 
Now your Wines and Ointments give : 
After Death I nothing crave, 
Let me alive my Pleaſures have? f 
All are Stoicks in the Grave. Cowl. Auac. 

The thirſty Earth ſoaks ap the Rain, 
And drinks, and gapes for Drink again. 
The Plants ſack in the Earth, and are 
By conſtant drinking, freſh and fair : 

e Sea itſelf, which one would think 
Should have but little need of Drink, 
Drinks-ten thouſand Rivers up, 

So fill'd, that they o'erflow the Cup. 
The buſy Sun, and one would gueſs 
By's drunken fiery Face no leſs, 

Drinks up the Sea, and when h'as done, 
The Moon and Stars drink up the Sun: 
They drink and dance by their own. Light, 
They drink and revel all the Night. 
Nothing in Nature's ſober found, 

But an eternal Health goes round. 

Fill up the Bow! then, fill it high: 

Fill all the Glaſſes there; for why 
Should ev'ry Creature drink but I? 


Why, Man of Morals, tell me why? Cowl. Anac. 


A thirſty Soul ! 


He took the Challenge, and embrac'd the Bowl; 
With Pleaſure ſwill'd the Gold, nor ceas'd to draw, 


Till he the Bottom of the Brimmer ſaw. Dryd. Virg. 


He crown'd a Bowl, unbid ; 
The laughing Nectar over-look'd the Lid; 


The Reconciler-Bowl wert round the Board, 


Which, empty'd, the rude = nker ſtill reſtor d. 
2 


The 
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The Feaſt continu'd till declining Light, 
They drank, they laugh'd, they lov'd, and then 'twas Night, 
Drunken at laſt, and drowſy, they depart 
Each to his Houſe. 
The thund'ring God, 
Ev'n he withdrew to Reſt, and had his Load; 
His ſwimming Head to needful Sleep apply'd, 
And Juno lay unheeded by his Side. Dryd. Hom, 
The Vapours to their ſwimming Brains advance, 
And double Tapers on the Tables dance. Drya. Juv. 
Let each indulge his Genius, each be glad, 
Jocund, and free, and ſwell the Feaſt with Mirth. 
The ſprightly Bowl ſhall chearfully go round; 
None ſhall be grave, nor too ſeverely wiſe: _ 
Loſſes and Dicppoinemens, Cares and Poverty, 
The rich Man's Inſolence, and great Man's Scorn, 
In Wine ſhall be forgotten all. To-morrow 
Will be too ſoon to think and to be wretched. Roav. F. Per. 
Come to the Banquet all, 
And revel out the Day ; 'tis my Command : 
Gay as the Per/ian God ourſelf will ſtand, 
With a crown'd Goblet in our lifted Hand : 
Young Ammon and Statira ſhall go round, 
While antic Meaſures beat the burden'd Ground, 
And to the vaulted Skies our Clangors ſound. 
All drink it deep, and while it flies about, 
Mars and Betlona join to make us Muſick. 
A hundred Bulls he offer'd to the Sun, 
White as his Beams. Speak the big Voice of War, 
Beat all our Drums, and blow our Silver Trumpets, 
Till we provoke the Gods to act our Pleaſures 
In Bowls of Nectar and replying Thunder. Lee Alix. 
Hard are the Laws of Love's deſpotick Rule, 
And ev'ry Joy is trebly bought with Pain. 
Crown we the Goblet then, and call on Bacchus, 
Bacchus, the jolly God of laughing Pleaſures. 
Bid ev'ry Voice of Harmony awake ; 
Apollo's Lyre, and Hermes tuneful Shell. 
Let Wine and Muſic join to {yell the Triumph, - 
To ſmooth uneaſy 'Fhought, and lull Deſire. Row. Ul. 


DRUM. 
It is the Trumpet and the Drum, 


That make the Warriour's Stomach come; 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe Noiſe whets Valour ſharp, like Beer 

By Thunder turn'd to Vinegar : 

For if a Trumpet ſound, or Drum beat, 

Who has not a Month's Mind to combat? Hud. 


DUEL. See Gaunt/ets 

Now at the Time and in th' appointed Place, 
The Challenger and Challeng'd, i ace to Face, 
Approach : Each other from afar they knew, 
And from afar their Hatred chang'd their Hue. 
So ſtands the Thracian Herdſman with his Spear, 
Full in the Gap, and hopes the hunted Bear ; 
And hezrs him ruſtling in the Wood, and ſees 
His Courſe at Diſtance by the bending Trees; 
And thinks, here comes my mortal Enemy, 
And either he muſt fall in Fight or J. 
This while he thinks, he lifts aloft his Dart, 
A gen'rous Chilneſs ſeizes ev'ry Part; 
The Veins pour back the Blood, and fortify the Heart, 
Thus pale they meet, their Eyes with Fury burn ; 
None greets, for none the Greeting will return ; 
But in dumb Surlineſs, each arm'd with Care 
His Foe proſeſs'd, as Brother of the War. 
Then both, no Moment loſt, at once advance 
. each other, arm'd with Sword and Lance: 
They laſh, they foin, they paſs, they ſtrive to bore 
Their Corſlets, and the thinneſt Parts explore. 
Thus two long Hours in equal Arms they ſtood ; 
And wounded wound, till both were bath'd in Blood; 
And not a Foot of Ground had either got, 
As if the World depended on that Spot, 
Fell Arcite, like an angry Tyger, far'd, 
And like a Lion Palemen appear'd ; 
Or as two Boars whom Love to Battle draws, 
With riſing Briftles and with frothy Jaws, 
Their adverſe Breaſts with Tuſks oblique they wound, 
With Grunts and Groans the Foreſt rings around: 
So-fought the Knights; | 
In mortal Battle doubling Blow on Blow ; 
Like Light'ning flam'd their Fauchions to and fro, 
And ſhot a dreadful Gleam : So ſtrong they ſtrook, 
There ſeem'd leſs Force requir'd to fell an Oak. Dryd. Pal & 

Now in clos'd Field, each other from afar ( Arc. 


They view, and ruſhing on begin the War: 


I 3 They 
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They launch their Spears, then Hand to Hand they meet; 
The trembling Soil reſounds beneath their Feet. 

Their Bucklers claſh, thick Blows deſcend from high, 
And Flakes of Fire from their hard Helmets fly, 

Such was the Combat in the liſted Ground, 

So claſh their Swords, and fo their Shields reſound. 
Rais'd on the Stretch, young Turnat aims a Blow, 

Full on the Helm of his unguarded Foe, 

But all in Pieces flies the Traitor Sword, 

And in the middle Stroke, deſerts his Lord ; 

The mortal-temper'd Steel deceiv'd his Hand; 

The ſhiver'd Fragments ſhone amid the Sand, 

Surpriz'd with Fear, he fled along the Field, 

And now forthright, and now in Orbits wheel'd. 

Ten times already round the liſted Place, 

One Chief had fled, and t'other giv'n the Chace. 

Once more ere& the rival Chiefs advance, 

One thruſts the Sword, and one the pointed Lance: 
And both reſolv'd alike to try their- fatal Chance. 

Turrus then trembling view'd the thund'ringChief advance, 
And brandiſhing aloft the deadly Lance : 

Amaz'd he cow'rs beneath his conq ring Foe, 
Forgets to ward, and waits the coming Blow : 
Aſtonih'd while he ſtands, and fix'd with Fear, 
Aim'd at his Shield, he ſees th' impending Spear. 

The Heroe meaſur'd firſt with narrow View, 

The deſtin'd Mark; and riſing as he threw, 

With its full Swing the fatal 4 . — flew. - 

Not with leſs Rage the rattling Thunder falls, 

Or Stones from batt'ring Engines break the Walls, 

Swift as a Whirlwind, from an Arm ſo ſtrong, 

The Lance drove on, and bore the Death along. 

Nought could his ſeven-fold Shield the Prince avail, 

Nor aught beneath his Arms the Coat of Mail ; 

It pierc'd thro” all, and with a griſly Wound 

Transfix'd his Thigh, and doubled him to Ground : 

Thus low on Earth the lofty Chief is laid, 

With Eyes caſt upward, and with Armsdiſplay'd. Dryd. Virg. 
| DUNGE ON. 

Them to a Dungeon's Depth I ſent, both bound, 
Where, ſtow'd with Snakes and Adders, now they lodge: 
Two Planks their Beds, ſlipp'ry with Ooze and Slime. 
The Rats bruſh o'er their Faces with their Tails, 

And croaking Paddocks crawlupon their Limbs N on 


Eagle. 175. 


EAGLE. See Nature. 
In the fiery Tracts above, 
Appears in Pomp th' imperial Bird of ove : 
A Flump of Fowl he ſpies that ſwim the Lakes, 
And o'er their Heads his ſounding Pinions ſhakes ; 
Then, — on the faireſt of the Train, 
In his ſtrong Talons truſs'd a Silver Swan: 
But, while he lags and labours in his Flight, 
Behold the daſtard Fowl return anew, 
And, with united Force the Foe purſue : 
Clam'rous around the royal Hawk they fly, 
And, thick'ning in a Cloud, o'erſhade the Sky; 
They cuff, they ſcratch they croſs his airy Courſe, 
Nor can th' incumber's Bird ſuſtain their Force; 
But vex'd, not vanquiſh'd, drops the pond'rous Prey, 
And, lighten'd of his Burden, wings his Way. Dryd. Virg. 
Thus on ſome Silver Swan, or tim'rous Hare, 
7eve's Bird comes ſouſing down from upper Air; 
Her crooked Talons truſs the fearful Prey, 
Then out of Sight ſhe ſoars, and wings her Way. Dryd, Virg. 
Fove's Bird on ſounding Pinions beat the Skies; 
A bleeding nt of enormous Size, 
His Talons truſs'd; alive, and curling round, 
He ſtung the Bird, whoſe Throat receiv'd the Wound: 
Mad with the Smart he drops the fatal Prey, 
In airy Circles, wings his peaceful Way, 
Floats on the Winds and rends the Heav'ns with Cries, 
While on the. Earth the fallen Serpent lies. Pope Hom. 
So ſtoops the yellow Eagle from on high, 
And bears a ſpeckled Serpent thro' the Sky, 
Faſt 'ning his crooked Talons on the Prey, 
The Pris'ner hiſſes thro' the liquid Way; 
Reſiſts the royal Hawk, and tho' oppreſs d, 
She fights in Volumes, and erects — Creſt: 
Turn'd to her Foe, ſhe ſtiffens ev'ry Scale, 
And ſhoots her forky Tongue, and whiſks her threat'ning Tail, 
Againſt the Victor all Defence is weak, 
Ih' imperial Bird ill plies her with his Beak ; 
He tears her Bowels, and her Breaſt he gores, 
Then claps his Pinions, and ſecurely ſoars. Dryd. Virg. 
So the Eagle, 
That bears the Thunder of our Grandſire Joe, 
With Joy beholds his hardy youthful Offspring 
| I 4 Forſake 
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Forſake the Neſt, to try his tender Pinions 
In the wide untrack'd Air ; till bolder grown, 
Now, like a Whirlwind, on the Shepherd's Fold 
He darts precipitate, and gripes the Prey ; 
Or _—_ on ſome Dragon's ſcaly Hide, 
Eager of Combat, and his future Feaſt, 
Bears him * 8 and in vo 
Writhing his ſpiry 'l ail. [Spoke by Uy/es. Row. Ly. 
As the bold Bra her belplct, Yours We] i 
From Danger guards them, and from Want defends ; 
In ſearch of Prey ſhe wings the ſpacious Air, 
And with th' untaſted Food ſupplies her Care. Pope Hom. 
So the imperial Eagle does not ſtay 
Till the whole Carcaſs he devour, 
That's fallen into his Pow'r; 
As if his gen'rous Hunger underſtood, 
That he can never want Plenty of Food: 
He only ſucks the taſteſul Blood, 
And to freſh Game: flies chearfully away; 
Jo Kites and meaner Birds he leaves the mangled Prey. Covul. 


R ART H QUAKE. 
Earth felt the Wound, and Nature, from her Seat, 
Sighing, thro' all her Works gave Signs of Woe. Milli. 
As when pent Vapours run their hollow Round, 
Earthquakes, which are Convulſions of the Ground, 
Break bell'wing forth, and no Confinement brook, 
Till the third ſettles what the former ſhook. Drzd. 
So the pent Vapours with a rumbling Sound, 
Heave from below. and rend the hollow Ground; 
A ſcunding Flaw ſucceeds, and from on high 
The Gods with Hate behold the nether Sky, 
The Ghoſts repine at violated Night, 
And curſe th'invading Sun, and fickenat the Sight. Dry. Virg. 


E C H O. 
Tir'd with the rough Denials of my Pray'r 
From that hard She whom I obey, 
T come, and find a Nymph much gentler here, 
That gives Conſent to all I ſay. 
Ak! gentle Nymph, who lik'ſt ſo well 
In hollow ſolitary Caves to dwell, 
Her Heart being ſuch, into it go, 
And do but once from thence anſwer me fo. , 


Complaiſant 


Al: cath = «5a _ cu a 
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Complaiſant Nymph ! who doſt thus kindly ſhare 
In Griefs whoſe Cauſe thou doſt not know ; 
Had'ſt thou but Eyes as well as Tongue and Ear, 
How much Compaſſion would'ſt thou ſhew ! 
Thy Flame, whilſt living, or a Flow'r, 
Was of leſs Beauty, and leſs rig Pow'r : 
Alas I might as eafily | 
Paint thee to her, as deſcribe her to thee. 
By Repercuſſion Beams ingender Fire: 
Shapes by Reflection Shapes beget ; 
The Voice itſelf, when ſtop'd, does back retire, 
And a new Voice is made by it. 
Thus 2 by Oppoſition 
The Gainers grow : My barren Love alone 
Does from her ſtony Breaſt rebound, 
Producing neither Image, Fire, nor Sound, Cool. 
He forc'd tne Vallies to repeat 
The Accents of his ſad Regret: 
And Echo from the hollow Ground 
His doleful Wailings did reſound; 
More wiſtfully by many Times, 
Than in ſmall Poets ſplay-foot Rhymes, 
That make her, in their ruthful Stories, 
To anſwer to Inter'gatories, 
And moſt unconſcionably depoſe 
To things of which ſhe nothing knows: 
And when ſhe has ſaid all ſhe can ſay, 
"Tis wreſted to the Lover's Fancy. Hud. 
Echo in others Words her Silence breaks, 
Speechleſs herſelf, but when another ſpeaks, 
She can't begin, but waits for the Rebound, 
To catch his Voice, and to-return the Sound. 
Hence 'tis ſhe prattles in a fainter Tone, 
With mimic Sounds, and Speeches not her own. Add. Ovid. 


EE CELIPESCS 
The Silver Moon is all o'er Blood: 

A ſettling Crimſon ſtains her beauteous Face ; 
A vaſt Eclipſe darkens the lab'ring Planet. 
Sound there, ſound all our Inſtruments of War, 
Clarions and Trumpets, Silver, Braſs, and Iron, 
And beat a thouſand Drums to help her Labour, Lee Oraip. 

2 Shorn of his Beams, the Sun 
In dim Eclipſe diſaſtrous Twilight ſheds, 
/ 15 On 
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On half the Nations, and with fear of Change 

Perplexes Monarchs. Mili. 
Struggling in dark Eclipſe, and ſhooting Day 

On either Side of the black Orb that veil'd him. Dry. Don Seb. 


EDUCATION See Religion. 
Children, like tender Oziers, take the Bow, 
And as they firſt are faſhion'd always grow: 
For what we learn in Youth, to that alone 
In Age we are by ſecond Nature prone. Dryd. Jun. Juv. 
While thy moiſt Clay is pliant to Command, | 
Unwrought, and eaſy to the Potter's Hand ; 
Now take the Mold, now bend thy Mind to feel 
The firſt ſharp Motions of the forming Wheel. Dryd. Per/. 
Soldierly Education. 
Strong from the Cradle, of a ſturdy Brood, 
We bear our new-born Infants to the Flood : 
There, bath'd amid the Stream, our Boys we hold, 
With Winter harden'd, and inur'd to Cold: 
They wake before the Day to range the Wood, 
Kill ere they eat, nor taſte unconquer'd Food. 
No Sports but what belong to War they know, 
To break the ſtubborn Colt to bend the Bow: | 
Our Youth, of Labour patient, earn their Bread, 
Always at work, with frugal Diet fed; 
From Ploughs and Harrows ſent to ſeek Renown, 
They fight in Fields, and ſtorm the ſhaken Town. 
No Part of Life from Toils of War is free; 
No Change in Age, or Diff rence in Degree: 
We plough and till in Arms; our Oxen feel, 
Inftead of Goads, the Spur and pointed Steel, 
Th' inverted Lance makes Furrows, in the Plain 
Our Helms defcnd the Young, diſguiſe the Grey, 
We live by Plunder, and delight m Prey. Dryd. Jirg. 


ELDER BROTHER, 
| Is not the Elder 

By Nature pointed out for Preference? 
Is not his Right enroll'd among thoſe Laws 
Which keep the World's vaſt Frame in beauteous Order? 
— Aſk thoſe thou namꝰ dſt but now, what made them Lords? 
What Titles had they had, if Merit only 
Could have conferr'd a Right ? if Nature had not 
Strove hard to thruſt the worſt-deſerving firſt, 


* 


And 


— 
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And ſtampt the noble Mark of Elderſhip 

Upon their baſer Metal? Row. Amb. Stepm. 
Birthright's a vulgar Road to kingly Sway 3 

'Tis ev'ry dull-got elder Brother's ay: 

Dropt from above, he lights into a Throne, 

Grows of a Piece with that he fits upon : . ( Auren. 

Heav'n's Choice! a lo, inglorious rightful Drone! Dryd. 
My Claim to her by Elderſhip I prove. | 
Age is a Plea in Empire, not in Love. Ded. Ind. Emp. 
I lov'd her firſt, and cannot quit my Claim, 

But will preſerve the Birthright of my Paſſion, Or. Orpb. 


ELEMENTS, 

For this eternal World is ſaid of old, 
But four prolifick Principles to hold ; 
Four diff 'rent Bodies : + wo to Heav'n aſcend, 
And other two down to the Centre tend : 
Fire firſt with Wings expanded mounts on high, 
Pure, void of Weight, and dwells in upper Sky : 
Then Air, becauſe unclog'd, in empty Space, 
Flies after Fire, and claims the ſecond Place; 
Buc weighty Water, as her Nature guides, 
Lies on the Lap of Earth, and Mother Earth ſubfides. 
All Things are mix'd of theſe, which all contain, 
And into theſe are all reſolv'd again. 
Earth rarifies to Dew; expanded more, 
The ſabtil Dew in Air begins to ſoar, 
Spreads as ſhe flies, and, weary of her Name, 
Extenuates ſtill, and changes into Flame. 
Thus having by degrees Perfection won, 
Reſtleſs, they ſoon untwiſt the Web they ſpun : 
And Fire begins to loſe her radiant Hue, 
Mix'd with groſs Air, and Air deſcends to Dew ; 
And Dew condenſing does her Form forego, | 
And finks a heavy — of Earth below. Dryd. Ovid, 

The Force of Fire aſcended firſt on high, 
And took its Dwelling in the vaulted Sky : 
Then Air ſucceeds, in Lightneſs next to Fire, 
Whoſe Atoms from unactive Earth retire : - 
Earth ſinks beneath, and draws a num'rous Thron 
Of pond'rous, thick, unwieldy Seeds along: 
About her Coaſts unruly Waters roar, N 
And, riſing on a Ridge, inſult the Shore, Dryd. Ovid. 
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ELEPHAMN T. See Paradj. 


.ELOQUENCE. 
Whene'er he ſpeaks, Heav'n! how the liſt' ning Throng, 

Dwell on the melting Mufick of his Tongue: 

His Arguments are th' Emblems of his Mien ; 

Mild, but not faint ; and forcing, tho' ſerene : 

And when the Pow'r of Eloquence he'd try, | 

Here Lightning ſtrikes you, there ſoft Breezes figh, Gar, 
When Atreus' Son harangu'd the liſt ning Train, 

— was his Senſe, and his Expreſſion plain; 
is Words ſuccin&, yet full without a Fault, 

He ſpake no more than juſt the thing he ought : 

Bu when T/y/es roſe, in Thought profound, 

His modeſt Eyes he fix'd upon the Ground : 

As one unſ{kil!'d, or dumb, he ſeem'd to ſtand, b 

Nor rais'd his Head, nor ftretch'd his ſceptred Hand: 

But when he ſpeaks, what Elocution flows ! 

Soft as the Fleeces of deſcending Snows 

The copious Accents fall with eaſy Art, 

Melting they fall, and fink into the Heart: 

Wond'ring we hear, and fix'd in deep Surprize, 

Our Ears refute the Cenſure of our Eyes. Pope Hom. 

His Tongue 

Dropt Manna, and could make the worſe appear 

The better Reaſon, to perplex and daſh 

Matureſt Counſels: For his Thoughts were low, 

To Vice induſtrious, but to nobler Deeds 

Tim'rous and flothful ; yet he pleas'd the Ear. Milt. 
Nectar divine flow'd from his heavenly Tongue, 

And on his charming Lips Perſuaſion —— Blac. 
Words, ſweet as Honey, from his Lips diſtill'd. Pope Hom. 
He drove them with the Torrent of his Tongue. Dryd. Juv. 
Fine Speeches are the Inſtraments of Fools, 

Or Knaves, who uſe them when they want good Senſe : 

But Honeſty needs no Diſguiſe nor Ornament. Ozw. Orph. 
But here bright Eloquence does always ſmile 

In ſuch a choice, yet unaffected Style, 

As doth both Knowledge and Delight impart, 

The Force of Reaſon with the Flow'rs of Art: 

Clear as a beautiful tranſparent Skin, 

Which never hides the Blood, yet holds it in. 

Like a delicious Stream it ever ran, | | 

As ſmooth as Woman, but as ſtrong as Man, 12 
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ELYSIU M. 
The verdant Fields with thoſe of Heav'n may vie, 
With Hilber veſted, and « purple Sky. 
The bliſsful Seats of happy Souls below ; 
Stars of their own, and their own Sun they know, 
Their airy Limbs in Sports they exerciſe, 
And on the Green contend the Wreſtler's Prize. 
Some in heroic Verſe divinely ing, 
Others in artful Meaſures lead the Ring: 
The Chiefs behold their Chariots from afar, 
Their ſhining Arms, and Courſers train'd to War ; 
Their Lances fix'd in Earth, their Steeds around, - 
Free from their Harneſs, graze the flow'ry Ground. 
The Love of Horſes which they had alive, 
And Care of Chariots, after Death ſurvive. "1, 
Some chearful Souls were feaſting on the Plain; 
Some did the Song, and ſome the Choir maintain. 
Here Patriots live, who for their Countries Good 
In fighting Fields were prodigal of Blood. 
Prieits of unblemiſh'd Lives — make Abode, 
And Poets worthy their inſpiring God. 
And ſearching Wits of more mechapic Parts, 
Who grac'd their Age with new- invented Arts, 
Thoſe who to Worth their Bounty did extend. 
And thoſe who knew that Bounty to commend : 
The Heads of theſe, which holy Fillets bound, 
And all their Temples were with Garlands crown'd. 
In no fix'd Place the happy Souls refide : 
In Groves they live, an lie on moſſy Beds, 
By cryſtal Streams that murmur thro' the Meads. Dyyd. Virg. 
There in the Lands of unexhauſted Light, 
O'er which the God-like Sun's unweary'd Sight 
Ne'er winks in Clouds, or ſleeps in Night. 
An endleſs Spring of Age the Good enjoy : 
Where neither Want does pinch, nor Plenty cloy. 
There neither Earth, nor Sea they plough, 
Nor ought to Labour owe | 
For Food, that while it nouriſhes does decay, 
And in the Lamp of Life conſumey away. 
Soft- ſooted Winds with tuneful Voices there 
Dance thro' the perfumed Air. : 
There Silver Rivers thro! enamel d Meadows glide, 
And Golden Trees enrich their Side 
Th'iliuſtrious 
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Th'illuſtrious Leaves no dropping Autumn fear, 
And Jewels for their Fruit they bear ; 
Which by the Bleft are gathered  ( Pind, 
For Bracelets to the Arm, and Garlands to the Head. Cool. 
Looſe Breezes on their airy Pinions play, 
And with refreſhing Sweets perfume the Way : 
Cold Streams thro' flow'ry Meadows gently glide, 
And as they paſs, their painted Banks they chide : 
Theſe bliſsful Plains no Blights nor Mildews fear, 
The Plow'rs ne'er fade, and Shrubs are Myrtles here. Ger, 


EMBRACE. See Yen. 
Then like ſome wealthy Iſland thou ſhalt lie, 
And like the Sea about it, I. 
Thou like fair Alion to the Sailor's Sight, 
Spreading her beauteous Foſom all in White; 
Like the kind Ocean I will be 


With loving Arms for ever claſping thee. Coaul. 
As the luxuriant Lendrils of the Vine 

Around the Elm with wanton Windings twine. (Ovid. { 

My ſpringing Arms flew round, and lock'd in thine. Den. 


Eternal Comfort's in thy Arms : 
To lean thus on thy Breaſt is ſofter Eaſe, (Pref. 
Than downy Pillows deck'd with Leaves of Roſes. Ora. / en. 
Oh my Tece/ia ! tis for this the wet 
Starv'd Soldier lies all Night on the cold Ground: 
For this he bcars the Storms 
- Of Winter Camp, and freezes in his Arms, 
To be thus circled, to be thus embrac'd ; 
That I could hold thee ever! Let me hold thee 
Thus to my Boſom : Ages let me graſp thee, 
Life of my Life] and Treaſure of my Soul ! 
Tho' round my Bed the Furies plant their Charms, 
II break 'em with Focafia in my Arms: 
Claſp'd in the Folds of Love, I'll wait my Doom; 
And act my Joys, tho' Thunder ſhake the Room. Lee Oe dip. 
A. 1 thought how thoſe white Arms would fold me in, 
And ſtrain me cloſe. and melt me into Love; 
So pleas'd with that ſweet Image, I ſprugg forwards, 
And added all my Strength to ev'ry Blow. . 
C. Come to me, come my Soldier, to my Arms, 
You've been too long away from my Embraces; - 
But when I have you faſt, and all my own, 
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With broken Murmurs and tamultuous Sighs, 
I'll ſay you were unkind, and puniſh you. 
And mark you red with many an eager Kiſs, 
A. My brighter Fenus ! 
C. O my greater Mars“ 
A. Thou join'ſt us well, my Love! 
Suppoſe me come from the PHegræan Plains, 
Where gaſping Giants lay, cleft by my Sword, 
And Mountain-Tops par'd off each other Blow, 
To bury thoſe I ſlew. Receive me, Goddeſs ! 
Let Cz/ar ſpread his ſubtle Nets, like Vulcan, 
In thy Embraces I would be beheld 
By Heav'n and Earth at once ; 
And make their Envy what they meant their Sport. 
Let thoſe who took us bluſh : 1 would love on 
With awful State, regardleſs of their Frown, 
As their ſuperior God. Dryd. Al! for Love. 
Venus embracing Vulcan. 
The Goddeſs ſtrait her Arms of ſnowy Hue 
About her unreſolving Huſband threw. 
Her ſoft Embraces ſoon infuſe Deſire, 
His Veins, his Marrow, ſudden Warmth inſpire 
And all the Godhead feels the wonted Fire. 
Not half ſo ſwift the rattling Thunder flies, 
Or Streaks of Lightning flaſh along the Skies. 
The Goddeſs, proud of her ſucceſsful Wiles, 
And conſcious of her Form, in ſecret ſmiles. _ 
The Power obnoxious to her Charms, 
Panting and half diſftolving in her Arms, 
Snatch'd the willing Goddeſs to his Breaſt, 
Till, in her Lap infus'd, he lay poſſeſs'd, 
Of full Defire, and ſunk to pleaſing Reſt. « Virg, 
For what do Lovers hen they're faſt 
In one another's Arms embrac d; 
But ſtrive to plunder and convey 
Each other like a Prize away ? Hud, 


EMPIRE and- Emperor. See Greatne/5, 
When Empire in its Childhood firſt appears, 
A watchful Fate o'erſces its tender Years : 
Till, grown more ſtrong, it thruſts, and ſtretches out, 
And elbows all the Kingdoms round about : 
The Place thus made for its firſt Breathing free, 
It moves again for Eaſe and Luxury: 8 
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Till, ſwelling by degrees, it has poſſeſs d 

The greater Space, and now crowds up the reſt, 

When from behind there ſtarts ſome petty State : 

And puſhes on its now unwieldy Fate: 

Then down the Precipice of Time it goes, 

And finks in Minutes, which in Ages role. Dryd. Cong. of Gran. 
Haſt thou not ſeen my Morning Chambers fill'd 

With ſceptred Slaves, who waited to ſalute me? 

With Eaffern Monarchs, who forgot the Sun 

To worſhip my Upriſing? Menial Kings 

Ran courſing up and down my Palace. V ards, 

Stood filent in my Preſence, watch'd my Eyes, 

And at my leaſt Command all ſtarted out, 

Like Racers for the Goal. Dryd. All for Love. 
Emperor! Why that's the Style of Victory! 

The conq'ring Soldier, red with unfelt Wounds, 

Salutes his Gen'ral ſo! but never more 

Shall that Sound reach my Ears. 

For | have loſt my Reaſon, have diſgrac'd 

The Name of Soldier with inglorious Eaſe : 

In the fyll Vintage of my flowing Honours, 

Sate ſtill, and ſaw it preſs d by other Hands. Dryd. All for Love. 
There's no true Joy in ſuch unwieldy Fortune ; 

Eternal Gazers laſting Troubles make ; 

All find my Spots, but few my Brightneſs take. 

Why was I born a Prince? Proclaim'd a God? 

Yet have no Liberty to look abroad. 

Thus Palaces in Proſpe& bar the Eye, 

Which, pleas'd and free, would o'er the Cottage fly, 

O'er flow ry Lawns to the gay diſtant Sky. 

Farewel then Empire, and the Racks of Love! 

By all the Gods, 1 will to Wilds remove ; 

Stretch'd like a Sz/van God, on Graſs lie down, 

And quite forget that e'er | wore a Crown. Lee Alex, 
Reign, reign, ye Monarchs that divide the World: 

Bufy Ambition ne'er will let ye know 

Tranquillity and Happineſs like mine;: 

Like gaudy Ships, th obſequiqus Billows fall, 

And riſe again to lift you to your Pride; (Yen. Pre. 

They wait but for a Storm, and then devour you, Orw. 
To you the Drudgery of Pow'r I give; | 

Cares be your Lot: Reign you, and let me. live: 

Were | a God, the drunken Globe ſhould roul ; 

The little Emmets with the human Soul 
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Care for themſelves, while at my Eaſe I fate, 

And ſe ond Cauſes did the Work of Fate. Dryd. Auren. 
On that I had been born ſome happy Swain, 

And never known a Life ſo great, ſo vain ! 

Where I Extreams might not be forc'd to chuſe, 

And bleſt with ſome mean Wife, no Crown could loſe; 

Where the dear Partner of my little State, 

With all her ſmiling Off-ſpring at the Gate, 

Blefing my Labours, might my Coming wait; 

Where in our humble Beds all ſafe might lie, 

And not in curſed Courts for Glory die. Lee Theod. 


ENCELADUS. See ins. 
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T ſaw 'em kindle to Defire | 
While with ſoft Sighs they blew the Fire; 
Saw the Approaches of their Joy, 

He growing more fierce, and ſhe leſs coy : 

Saw how they mingled melting Rays, 
Exchanging Love a thouſand Ways: 

Kind was the Force on either Side, c 


Her new Deſire ſhe could not hide; 
Nor would the Shepherd be deny'd. 
The bleſied Minute he purſu'd, |, 
Jill the, tranſported in his Arms, 
Yields to the Conq'ror all her Charms : 
His panting Breaſt to her's now join'd, 
They feaſt on Raptures unconfin'd : 
Vaſt and luxuriant ; ſuch as prove 
Th away 5 ie. Sf Love! 
For who but a Divinity 
Could mingle Souls to that Degree; 
And melt them into Extaſy ! f 
Now, like the Phenix, both expire, 
While, from the Aſhes of their Fire, { 
Sprung up a new and ſoft Deſire. 
Like Charmers thrice they did invoke 
The God, and thrice new Vigour took. Behn. 
Thus did this happy Pair their Love — 

With mutual Joys, and gratify'd their Senſe. 

The God of Love was there a bidden Gueſt ; 

And preſent at his own myſterious Feaſt, 

is azure Mantle underneath he ſpread, 


And ſcatter d Roſes on the nuptial Bed: While 
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While folded in each other's Arms they lay _. 
He blew the Flames, and furniſh'd out the Play, (Tec. 
And from their Foreheads wip d the balmy Sweat away. Dry. 
Long time diffolv'd in Pleaſure thus they lay, 
Till Nature could no more ſuffice their Play. Dr. Sig. &Guiſe, 
Celia was coy and hard to win; 
With artful Cunning play'd the Virgin's Part : 
But when ſhe once had try'd the Sin, 
She hugg'd the charming tingling Dart; 
Cry'd, nearer, deareſt, to my heart; 
Thou'rt Lord of all within. Mount fort. 
Love is a Burglarer, a Felon, g 
That at the Window-Eye doth ſteal in, 
To rob the Heart, and with his Prey, 
Steals out again a cloſer Way, Hud, 
See the Heav'ns in Lightnings break, | 
Next in Storms of Thunder ſpeak : 
Then a kind Show'r from above 
Brings a Calm : So 'tis in Love, 
Flames begin our fuſt Addreſs, 
Like meeting Thunder we embrace ; 
Then, you know, the Show'rs that fall, 
Quench the Fire, and quiet all, 
How ſhould I thoſe Show'rs forget ? 
"'I'was fo pleaſant to be wet: 
They kill'd Love, I know it well, 
1 dy d as oft as e er they fell. Roch. 
hillis has a gentle Heart, 
Willing to the Lover's courting ; 
Wanton Nature, all Love's Art 
To direct her in her ſporting : 
In th' Embrace, the Look, the Kiſs, 
All is real Inclination : 
No falſe Raptures in the Bliſs, 
Ns feign'd Sighing in the Paſſion. 
But oh! who the Charms can ſpeak, 
Who the thouſand Ways of toying! 
When ſhe does the Lover make, 
All a God in her enjoying ; 
Who the Limbs that round him move, 
And conſtrain him-to- the Bliſſes 
Who the Eyes that ſwiman Love, 
And the Lips that ſuck in Kiiles ! 
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Oh the Freaks when mad ſhe grows, 

Raves all wild with the poſleſling ! 

5 In * which 8 

he Delight above expreſſin 

Ev'ry Way ſhe does en — 
Idly talking, ſpeechleſs bar 
She tranſports me with the Rage, 

And ſhe kills me in her dying. 

Ye Gods ! the Raptures of that Night! 

What fierce Convulſions of Delight 

How in each other's Arms diſſolv'd! 

We lay, confounded, and involv'd ! 

Bodies mingling, Sexes blending, 

Which ſhould moſt be loſt contending, 

Darting fierce and flaming Kiſſes, 

Plunging into boundleſs Bliffes ; 
- Our ies, as our Souls, on Fire, 

Toſt by a Tempeſt of Defire, 

Till with utmoſt Fury driv'n, 

Down at once we ſunk to Heav'n. 

Thus when the youthful Pair more cloſely join, (twine, 
When Arms in Arms they lock, and Thighs in Thighs they 
— in the raging Foam of full Deſire, 

hen both preſs on, both murmur, both expire: 

They gripe, they ſqueeze, their humid Tongues they dart, 
As each would force their Way to t'other's Heart ; 

In vain : They only cruize about the Coaſt ; 

For Bodies cannot pierce, nor be in Bodies loſt ; 

As ſure they ſtrive to be, wken both engage 

In that tumultuous momentary Rage, : 

So tangled in the Nets of Love they lie, 

Till Man diſſolves in that Exceſs of Joy. 

Then, whea the gather'd Bag has burſt its Way, 

And ebbing I ides the ſlacken'd Nerves betray, 

A Pauſe enſues ; and Nature nods a while, 

Till with recruited Rage new Spirits boil; 

And then the ſame vain Violence returns ; 

Wich Flames renew'd th' erected Furnace burns: 

Again they in each other would be loſt; | 
But ſtill by adamantine Bats are crolt. Dryd. Lucr. 

From ev'ry Part, ev'n to their inmoſt Soul, 

They feel the trickling Joys, and run with Vigour to the Goal. 

Stirr'd with the ſame 1mpetuous Deſire, 

Birds, Beaſts, and Herds, and Mares their Mates require ; 
Becauſe 
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Becanſe the throbbing Nature in their Veins 

Provokes them to aflwage their kindly Pains, 

The ſty Leap th' expecting Female ſtands, 

By mutual Heat compell'd to mutual Bands. 

Thus Dogs with lolling Tongues by Love are ty'd, 

Nor hootung Boys, nor Blows, their Union can divide. 

At either End they !irive the Link to looſe 

In vain, for ſtronger Venus holds the Nooſe. Dryd. Lucr. 
"Tis with thi: age the Mother Lyon ſtung, 

Scours ober the Flain, regardleſs of her Young : 

Demanding Rights of Love, ſhe ſternly ſtalks; 

And hunts her Cover in his lonely Walks : 

"Tis then the ſhapeleſs Bear his Pen forſakes, 

In Woods and Fields a wild Deſtruction makes; 

Boars whet their Tuſks, to Battle Lygers move, 

Enrag'd with Hunger ; more enrag'd with Love. 

'The Stallion ſnuffs the well-known Scent from far ; 

Arid ſnorts, and trembles for the diſtant Mare: 

Nor Bits, nor Bridles can his Rage reſtrain ; 

And rugged Rocks are interpos'd in vain. 

He makes his Way o'er Mountains, and contemns 

Unruly Torrents, and unforded Streams. 

The briſtled Boar, who feels the pleaſing Wound, 

New grinds his arming Tuſks, and digs the Ground: 

The flecpy Letcher ſhuts his little Eyes, 

About his churning Chaps the frothy Bubbles riſe : 

He rubs his Sides 3 a Tree, prepal sa, 

And hardens both his Shoulders for the Wars, 

The youthful Rull is oft with Love poſſeſs'd; 


With two fair Eyes his Miſtreſs burns his Breaſt, 
He looks, and languiſhes, and leaves his Keſt, 
Forſakes his Food, and, pining for the Laſs, 

Is joyleis of the Grove, and ſparns the growing Graſs, 
The ſoft Seducer, with enticing Looks, 

The bell wing Rivals to the Fight provokes ; 

A beauteous Heifer in the Woods is bred ; 

The ſtooping Warriors aiming Head to Head, 
Engage their claſhing Horns with dreadful Sound ; 
The Foreſt rattles, and the Rocks rebound. 

They fence, they puſh, and puſhing loudly roar, - 
Their Dewlaps and their Sides are back'd in Gore. 
Nor when the War is over is it Peace, 


Nor will the vapquiſh'd Bull his Claim releaſe: 


* 


Enjoyment. | 189 


But feeding in his Breaſt his ancient Fires, 
And curſing Fate, from his proud Foe retires. 
Driv'n from his native Land to foreign Grounds, 
He with a gen'rous Rage reſents his Wounds, 
His ignominious Flight, the Victors Boaſt, 
And more than both, the Loves, which unreveng'd he loſt. 
Often he turns his Eyes, and with a Groan, 
Surveys the pleaſing Kingdoms, once his own ; | 
And therefore to repair his Strength he tries, | 
Hard'ning his Limbs with painful Exerciſe, 
And rough upon the flinty Rock he lies. 
On prickly Leaves, and on ſharp Herbs he feeds ; 
Then to the Prelude of a War proceeds. 
His Horns, yet ſore, he tries againſt a Tree, 
And meditates his abſent Enemy : 
He ſnuffs the Winds, his Heels the Sand excite : : 
But when he ſtands collected in his Might, 
He roars, and promiſes a more ſucceſsful Fight, 
Then to redeem his Honour at a Blow, 
He moves his Camp. to meet his careleſs Foe : 
Nor with more Madneſs, rolling from afar, 
The ſpumy W aves proclaim the wat'ry War : 
And mounting upwards with a mighty Roar, 
March onward, and inſult the rocky Shore : 
They mate the middle Region with their Height, 
And fall no leſs than with a Mountain's Weight: 
The Waters boil, and, belching from below, 
Black Sands as from a forceful Engine throw. 
2 = the Wars that ſpotted Linxes make 
ith their fierce Rivals, for the Female's Sake; 
The howling Wolves, the Maſtiff's am'rous rage, 
When ev'n the fearful Stag dares for his Hind engage. 
But far above the reſt the | Armas Mare, 
Barr'd from the Male, is frantic with Deſpair ; 
Of Love defrauded in her longing Hour, . 
She tears the Harneſs, and ſhe rends the Rein: 
For Love ſhe'll force thro' Thickets of the Wood, 
And climb the ſteepy Hills, and ſtem the Flood. 
Thus ev'ry Creature, and of ev'ry kind, 
J he ſecret Joys of ſweet ( oition find; 
Not only Man's imperial Race, but they 
That wing the liquid Air, or ſwim the Sea, 
Or haunt the Deſart, ruſh into the Flame: | 
For Love is Lord of all, and is in all the ſame. Dryd. _ 
v'n 
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Ev'n rugged Lyons love, - 
And grapple, and compel their ſavage Dames. Dryd. Don. Seb. 
Once in a Seaſon Beaſts too taſte of Love; 
Only the Beaſt of Reſon is its Slave, 
And in that Folly drudges all theYear. Ov. Orb, 
Love's Pow'r's too great to be withſtood 
By feeble human Fleſh and Blood: 
"Twas he that brought upon his Knees 
The hect'ring Kill- Cow Hercules; 
Reduc'd his Leaguer-Lion's Skin 
T'a Petticoat, and made him ſpin; 
Seiz'd on his Club, and made it dwindle 
T'a feeble Diſtaff and a Spindle, 
He made the beauteous Queen of Crete 
To take a Town-Bull for her Sweet. 
"Twas he made veſtal Maids love-fick, 
And venture to be bury'd quick, 
*1is he that proudeſt Dames enamours 
On Lacquays and Valets de Chambres ; 
Their haughty Stomachs overcomes, 
And makes them ſtoop to wy Grooms ; 
To flight the World, and to diſparage 
Claps, Ifive, Infamy, and Marriage Had, 
The Thund'rer, who without the Female Bed, 
Could Goddefles brmg forth from out his Head ; 
Choſe rather Mortals this Way to create, 
$o much h'eſteem'd his Pleafure *bove his State. Coxw!. 
When Souls mix *tis a Happineſs, 
But not complete till Bodies too combine, 
And clofely as our Minds together join ; 
But half of Heav'n the Souls in Glory taſte, 
: Till by Love in Heav'n at laſt 


Their Bodies too are plac'd. : Cowl. 


The Ties of Minds are but imperfect Bands, 


Unleſs the Bodies join to ſeal the Contract. Dryd. Don Seb. 


Then haſte to Bed: 
There let me tell my Story in thy Arms. 
There in the gue Pauſes of our Love, 
Between our Dyings, e er we live again, 
Thou ſhalt be told the Battle and Succeſs ; 
Which. I ſhall oft begin and then break off ; 
For Love will often interrupt my Tale, 
And make ſo ſweet Confuſion in our Talk, 
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That thou ſhalt aſk, and I ſhall anſwer, thin 

That are not of a Piece ; but patch'd with Kiffes, 

And Sighs, and Murmurs, and imperfect Speech; 

And Nonſenſe ſhall be eloquent in Love. Dryd. Anpbit. 
I ſpeak I know not what | 

Speak ever ſo, and if I anfwer you 
I know not what, it ſhews the more of Love. 
Love is a Child thartalks in broken Language, 


Yet then he ſpeaks moſt plain. Dryd. Troil. & Crefſ. 
Love tunes the Organs of my Voice, and ſpeaks 
Unknown to me within me. Dryd. Don. Seb. 


Oh with what ſoft Devotion in her Eyes, 

The tender Lamb came to the Sacrifice ! 

Oh! how her Charms ſurpriz'd me as I lay ! | 

Like too near Sweets, they took my Senſe away ! 

And I ev'n loft the Pow'r to reach at Joy 

But thoſe croſs Witchcrafts ſoon unravel'd were, 

And I was lull'd in Trances ſweeter far, 

As anchor'd Veſſels in calm Harbours ride, 

Rock d on the Swellings of the floating Tide. Ot. Don Car. 

When all were gone, 

And none but I left with the charming Maid; 

What furious Fires did my hot Nerves invade | 

With open Arms upon my Bliſs I ran, 

With Pangs I graſp'd her like a dying Man: 

Like Light and Heat incorporate we lay ; | 

We bleſs d the N ight, and curs'd the coming Day. Lee Sophon, 
There's no Satiety of Love in thee ! | 

Enjoy'd thou till art new: Perpetual Spring 

Is in thy Arms; the ripen'd Fruit brt falls, 

And Bloſſoms rife to fill its empty Place 

And I grow rich by giving. | Dryd. All for Lowe. 
Your Fruits of Love are like eternal Spring 

In happy Climes ; where ſome are in the ud, 

Some green, and rip'ning ſome, while others fall. Dryd. 
In thy Poſſeſſion Years roll round on Years, ( 4 

And Joys in Circles meet new Joys again. 

Kiſſes, Embraces, Languiſhings, and Deaths, 

Still from each other to each other move, 

To crown the various Seaſons of our Love. Dryd. Span. Fry. 
Our Life ſhall be but one long nuptial Day, 

And like chaf*d Odours melt in Sweets away : 

Soft as the Night our Minutes ſhall be worn, (Sec. Low. 

And chearful as the Birds that wake the Morn, Dry. 

Immortal 
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Immortal Pleaſures ſhall our Senſes drown, 


Thought ſhall be loſt, and ev'ry Pow'r diſſolv d. O20, Orgy, 


Let me not live, but thou art all Enjoyment ; 
So charming and ſo ſweet, that not a Night, 
But whole Eternity were well employ'd, [ Spoken by Tupiter.] 
To love thy each Perfection as it ought. |} Dryd. 4mphi, 
| They took their full Delight, 
"Twas reſtleſs Rage and Tempeſt all the Night; 
For greedy Love each Moment would employ, 
And grudg'd the ſhorteſt Pauſes of their Joy. 
Love rioted ſecure, and long enjoy'd, 
Was ever eager, and was never cloy'd : 
The Stealth it ſelf did Appetite reſtore, (Guile 
And look'd ſo like a Sin, it pleas d the more. Dryd. Sig. & 
How dear, how fweet his firſt Embraces were ! 
With what a Zeal he join'd his Lips to mine ! 
I thought! oh no! *tis falſe, I could not think: 
*T'was neither Life nor Death, but both in one. 
And ſure his Tranſports were not leſs than mine; 


For by the rt Taper's Light, 


I could diſcern his Cheeks were glowing red, 
His very Eye-balls trembled with his Love, 
And ſparkled thro* their Caſements humid Fires: 


Hefigh'dand kiſs'd, breath'd ſhort, and would have ſpoke, 


But was too fierce to throw away the Time ; 

All he could ſay was Love and Leonora, Dryd. Span. Fry, 
What ſaid he not, when in the bridal Bed 

He claſp'd my yielding Body in his Arms ? 

When with his fiery Lips devouring mine, 

And moulding with his Hands my throbbing Breaſts, 

He ſwore the Globes of Heav'n and Earth were vile 

To thoſe rich Worlds; and talk'd, and kiſs'd, and lov'd, 

And made me ſhame the Morning with my Bluſhes. LeeAlex. 
A doubtful Tremblingyſeiz'd me firſt all o'er, 

Then Wiſhes, and a Warmth unknown before; 

What follow'd was all Ecſtacy, all Trance ! 

Immortal Pleaſures round my ſwimming Eyes did dance, 

And ſpeechleſs Joys, in whoſe ſweet Tumult toſt, (Inn 

I thought my Breath and Being both were loſt, Dryd. State 

| Oh how I flew into your Arms, 

And melted in your warm Embrace ! 

Did not my Soul ev'n ſparkle at my Eyes, 

And ſhoot itſelf into your much lov'd Boſom ? 


Did 
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Did I not tremble with Exceſs of Joy, | 
Nay, agonize with Pleaſure at your Sight, 
With ſuch inimitable Proofs of Paſſion, | 
As no falſe Love could feign ? Dryd. Amphit, 
Her Hands he ſeiz'd, and to a ſhady Bank, 
Thick over Head, with verdant Roof embow'r'd, 
He led her nothing loth : Flow'rs were the Couch, 
Panſies, and Violets, and Aſphodel, | 
And Hyacinth ; Earth's freſheſt, ſofteſt Lap : 
There they their Fill of Love and Love's Diſport 


Took largely ; 
| Till dewy Slee 
Oppreſs'd them, wearied with their am*rous Play. Mit. 
Unhappy Mortals ! whoſe ſublimeſt Joy 
Preys on itſelf, and does itſelf deſtroy. - Noch. 
I hate Fruition now ' tis paſt, 

"Tis all but Naſtineſs at beſt; 

The homelieſt thing that we can do: 

Beſides tis ſhort — fleeting too. 

A Squirt of ſlippery Delight, 

That with a Moment takes its Flight; 

A fulſom Bliſs that ſoon does cloy, 

And makes us loath what we enjoy. 

Then let us not too eager run, 

By Paſſion blindly hurry'd on, | 

Like Beaſts, who nothing better know, | 

Than what mere Luſt incites them to; | 

For when in Floods of Love we're drench'd, 

The Flames are by Enjoyment quenchd- Old. 1 

And why this Niceneſs to that Pleaſure ſhowr _ | 

Where Nature ſums up all her Joys in one ? j 
all ſhe can, and lab'ring ttill to give, 
.1akes it ſo great, we can but taſte and live; 
do fills the Senſes that the Soul ſeems fled, 
And Thought itſelf does for the time lie dead: 
Til, like a String ſcrew'd up with eager Hatte, 
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It oreaks, and is too exquiſite to laſt. Dryd. Auren. 
And full Fruition will but raiſe Deſire; | 
As Heav'n poſſeis'd exalts the Zealot's Fire. Den. | 


For Love, and Love alone, of all our Joys, 


. ' * 


. ofleflion does but tan the Fire; 
we {till enjoy, the more we ſtill deſire. Dad. 
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194 Enthufiaſm, | 
ENTHUSIASM. See 537. 
He comes: Behold the God ! Thus while ſhe ſaid, 
Her Colour chang'd, her Face was not the ſame, 
And hollow Groans from her deep Spirit came: 
Her Hair ſtood up; convulſive Rage poſleſs'd 
Her trembling Limbs, and heav'd her lab'ring Breaſt : 
Greater than 1 ſhe ſeem'd to look, 
And with an Accent, more than mortal, ſpoke : 
- Her ſtaring Eyes with ſparkling Fury roul, 
| When all the God came ruſhing on her Soul. 
| Thus full of Fate ſhe grew, and of the God; 
Struggling in vain, impatient of her Load, 
| | And lab'ring underneath the pond'rous God, 
The more ſhe ſtrove to ſhake kim from her Breaſt, 
8 With more and far ſuperior Force he preſs'd; 
Commands his Entrance, and without Controul 
Uſurps her Organs and inſpires her Soul. 
At length her Fury fell, her Foaming ceas'd, 
And, ebbing in her Soul, the God decreas'd. Dry. Ving. 
Something I'd unfold, 
If that the God would *wake ; for ſomething ſtill there lies 
In Heav'n's dark Volume, which I read thro? Miſts : 
"Tis great, prodigious ! *tis a dreadful Birth 
Of wond”rous Fate! and now, juſt now, diſcloſing ! 
I ſee, I fee ! how terrible it dawns, 


And my Soul fickens with it ! | 

Now the God ſhakes me! He comes, he comes! Dryd. Oedip. 
I feel him now 

Like a ftrong Spirit, charm'd into a 'Tree, 

That leaps, and moves the Wood without a Wind. 

The rowſed God, as all this while he la 

Intomb'd alive, ſtarts and dilates himſelf : 

He ſtruggles, and he tears my aged Trunk 

With holy Fury ; my old Arteries burſt ; 

My nvelPd Skin, | 

Like Parchment, crackles at the hallow'd Fire: 

I ſhall be young agen! Manto, my Daughter, 

Thou haſt a Voice that might have ſav'd the Bard | 

Of Thrace, and forc'd the raging Bacchanal;, 

With lifted Prongs, to liſten to thy Airs : 

O charm this God, this Fury in my Boſom ; 

Lull him with tuneful Notes and artful Strings, 
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With powerful Strains: Manto, my lovely Child, 

Soothe the unruly Godhead to be mild. Lee. 
/ [Spoken by Tirgſas in Oedipus.] 4 

The God of Battel rages in my Breaſt; 

And as at Delp bos, when the glorious Fu 

Kindles the Blood of the prophetick Maid, 

The bounded Deity does ſhoot her out, 

Draws ev'ry Nerve thin as a Spider's Thread, 

And beats the Skins out like expanded Gold: 

So with the Meditation of the Work 

Which my Soul bears, I ſwell almoſt to burſting. Lee Michr. 


PU BLICK ENTRIES. 
Great Bullingbrook 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery Steed, 
Which his aſpiring Rider ſeem'd to know, 
With flow, but ſtately Pace, kept on his Courſe. 
You would have thought the very Windows ſpoke, 
So many greedy Looks of young and old 
. Thro' Ga ements darted their deſiring Eyes 
Upon his Viſage ; and that all the Watt. 
With painted 1 had ſaid at once, 
God fave thee, Bullingbrook. 
But, as in a Theatre, the Eyes of Men, 
After a well-grac'd Actor leaves the Stage, 
Are idly bent on him that enters next, 
: Thinking his Prattle to be tedious ; 
ip. Ev'n ſo, or with much more Contempt, Mens Eyes 
Did ſcowle on Richard: No Man cry'd, God fave him; 
No joyful Tongue gave him his Welcome home: 
But Duſt was thrown upon his ſacred Head, 
Which with ſuch gentle Sorrow he ſhook off, 
His Face ſtill combating with Tears and Smiles, 
(The Badges of his Grief and Patience) 
That had not God, for ſome ſtrong Purpoſe ſteel'd 
The Hearts of Men, they muſt perforce have melted, 
And Barbariſm itſelf have pity'd him, Shak. Rich, IT 
Your glorious Father, my victorious Lord, | 
Loaden with Spoils and ever-living Laurel, 
Is entring now in martial Pomp the Palace: 
Five hundred Mules precede his ſolemn March, 
Which groan beneath the Weight of Mooriſb Wealth; 
; Chariots of War adorn'd with glitt'ring Gems, 
Vith Succeed ; and next a 2 neighing Steeds, 
8 2 


White 
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White as the fleecy Rain on Alpine Hills, 

That bound and foam, and champ the golden Bit, 

As they diſdain'd the Victory they grace: 

P'ris'ners of War in ſhining Fetters follow, 

And Captains of the nobleſt Blood of Africk 

Sweat by his Chariot-Wheels, and lick and grind, 

With gnaſhing Teeth, the Duſt his Triumphs raiſe. 

The ſwarming Populace ſpread ev'ry Wall, 

And cling, as if with Claws they did enforce 

Their Hold thro? clifted Stones, ſtretching and ſtaring 

As they were all of Eyes, and ev'ry Limb 

Would feed its Faculty of Admiration. Congr. Mourn. Bride, 
What Tributaries follow him to Rome, 

To grace in e Bands his Chariot- Wheels ! 

Have you climb'd up to Walls and Battlements, 

To Towers and Windows, yea to Chimney-Tops, 

Your Infants in your Arms, and there have fate 

The live-long Day with patient ExpeCtation, 

'To ſee great ; paſs the Streets of Rome ? 

And when you ſaw his Chariot but appear 

Have you not made a univerſal Shout, 

That 7yber trembled underneath her Banks, 

'I'o hear the Replication of your Sounds, 

Made in her concave Shores? Shak. Jul. Ca/or 
Loud Acclamations to the Clouds ariſe, 

And propagate the Triumph to the Skies. 

The conflaent Tides to a high Deluge grow, 

And Waves of thronging Heads roll to and fro: 

The gazing Cluſters to the Windows clung, 

And on the Roofs ſublime and Ridges hung; 

Whence with luxurious Pomp they ted the Lieht, 

And with their greedy Looks devour'd Delight; 

Th ir ſtarting Eyes the Multitude did ſtrain, 

Hud from their eager Pleaſure ſuffer Pain. Blac, 


ENVY. 
She ſought out Envy in her dark Abode, 
D<h!'d with ropy Gore, and Clots of B ood : 
Shut from the Winds, and from the wholeſome Skies, 
In a deep Vale the gloomy Dungeon lies, 
Diſmal and cold, where not a Beam of Light 
Invades the Winter or diſturbs the Night. Adu. Ovid. 
The Fury ftraight 
CrawPd in, her Limbs cou'd ſcarce ſupport her Weight 5 


vr. 


vid. 
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A noiſome Rag her penſive Temples bound, ol! 
And faintly hee eve d Lips her Accents found. +» Gar. 
A pois'nous Morſel in her Teeth ſhe chew'd, 
And gorg'd the Fleſh of Vipers for her Food, 
Mirerva, loathing, turn'd away her Eye: 
The hideous Monſter, riſing heavily, 
Came ſtalking forward with a ſullen Pace, 
And left her mangled Offals on the Place. 
Soon as ſhe ſaw the Goddeſs gay and bright, 
She fetch'd a Groan at ſuch a cheerful Sight. 
Livid and meagre were her Looks, her Eye 
In foul diſtorted Glances turn'd awry ; 
A Hoard of Gall her inward Parts poſſeſs'd, 
And ſpread a Greenneſs o'er. her canker'd Breaſt ; TM 
Her it eeth were brown with Ruſt ; and, from her Tongue, 
In dangling Drops, the ſtringy Poiſon hung. 
She never imiles but when the Wretched weep, 
Nor lulls her Malice with a Moment's Sleep, 
Reftleſs in Spite ! whale, watchful to deſtroy, 
She pines and ſickens at another's Joy; 
Foe to herſelf, diqtreſſing and diſtreſs d, 
She bears her own Tormentor in her Breaſt ; 
She takes her Staff, hung round with Wreaths of 'Thorn, 
And fails along in a black Whirlwind born 
O'er Fields and flow'ry Meadows, where ſhe ſteers 
Her baneful Courſe, a mighty Blaſt appears, 
Mildews and Blights ; the Meadows are defac'd, N 
The Fields, the Flow'rs, and the whole Year laid waſte: 
On Mortals next and peopled Towns ſhe falls, 
And breathes a burning Plague among their Walls. 
When Athens ſhe beheld, for Arts renown'd, 
With Peace made happy, and with Plenty crown'd, 
Scarce could the hideous Fiend from Tears forbear, 
To find out nothing that deſerv'd a Tear. 
To execute M:nerva's dire Command, 
She ſtroak'd Aglauros with her canker'd Hand; 
Then prickly horns into her Breaſt convey'd, 
That ſtung to Madneſs the devoted Maid : 
Her ſubtle Venom {till improves the Smart, ; 
Frets in the Blood, and feſters in the Heart, Add. Ovid. 
Beneath the gloomy Covert of an Eugh, 
That taints the Graſs with ſickly Sweats of Dew; 
No verdant Beauty entertains the Sight, | 
But baneful Hemlock and cold Aconite ; 
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In a dark e baneful Ha lay, 
Breathing Fact Vengeance, = infedtin Day : 
Meagre, deform'd, and worn with ſpiteful Woes : 
The chearful Blood her livid Eyes forſoox, 
And Bafiliſks fate brooding in her Look. 
A bald and bloated Toad-ftool rais'd her Head, 
And Plumes of boding Ravens were her Bed : 
From her chapp'd Noſtrils ſcalding Torrents fall, 
And her ſunk Eyes boil o'er in Floods of Gall. 
Volcanos labour thus with inward Pains, 
While Seas of melted Ore lay waſte the Plains, 
Around the Fiend in hideous Order fate 
Foul bawling Infamy and bold Debate : 
Gruff Diſcontent, thro Ignorance miſled, 
And clam'rous Faction at her Party's Head: 
Reſtleſs Sedition, ſtill diſſembling Fear, 
And ſly Hypocriſy with pious Leer. 
Glouting with fullen Spite the Fury ſhook ö 
Her clotted Locks, and blaſted with each Lock. 
Then tore with canker'd Teeth the pregnat Scrolls, 
Where Fame the Acts of Demi-gods enrolls. 
She blazons in dread Smiles her hideous Form; 
80 Lightning gilds the unrelenting Storm. Gar, 
Enwy at laſt crawls forth from Hell's dire 'Throng 
Of all the direfull'ſt! her black Locks hung long, 
Attir'd with curling Serpents ; her pale Skin 
Was almoſt dropt from her ſharp Bones within; 
And at her Breaſt ſtuck Vipers, which did prey 
Upen her panting Heart both Night and Day, : 
Sucking black Blood from thence, which to repair, 
Both Day aud Night they left freſh Poiſons there. 
Her Garments were deep ſtain'd in human Gore, 
And torn by her own Hands, in which ſhe bore 
A knotted Whip and Bowl, which to the Brim 
Did with green Gall and Juice of Wormwood ſwim ; 
With which when ſhe was drunk ſhe furious grew, 
And laſl''d herſelf. Envy, the worſt of Fiends; 
Ervy good only when ſhe herſelf Torments. Coæul. 
Aſide he turn'd 
For Envy, and with jealous Leer malign | 
 Ey'd them aſkaunce. Mil. 
Envy never dwells in noble Hearts. Dryd. Pal. & Arc. 
Envy, like the Sun, does beat 
With — Rays on all that's high and great. Wat. 


For 
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For Envy magnifies whate'er ſhe ſhews. Ad. Ovid. 
ETERNITY. 


Eternity no Parent does admit, 
But on itſelf did firſt itſelf beget : 
A Gulph whoſe large Extent no Bounds engage, 
A ſtill- beginning, 9 Age. 
Eternity that boundleſs Race, 
Which Time himſelf can never run, 
(Swift as he flies with an unweary'd Pace ;) | 
Which when ten thouſand thouſand Years are done, 
Is ſtill the ſame, and ſtill to be begun. Cong. 


EVENING. 
The Approach of Night, 
The Skies yet bluſhing with n 
When falling Deyys with Spangles deck'd the Glade, 
And the low Sun had lengthen'd ev'ry Shade. Pope, 
While lab'ring Oxen, ene with Toil and Heat, 
In their looſe Traces from the Field retreat; 
While curling Smokes from Village Tops are ſeen, 
And the fleet Shades glide o'er the duſky Green. Pope. 
Now to the Main the burning Sun deſcends, | 
And ſacred Night her gloomy Veil extends, Pope Hom, 
The weſtern Sun now ſhot a ſeeble Ray, 

And faintly ſcatter'd the Remains of Day. Add. 

The Sun 

Declin'd, was haſting now with prone Career 

To th*Ocean Iſles, and in th'aſcending Scale 

Of Heav'n, the Stars that uſher Ev'ning roſe. Milt. 
Now came ſtill Ev'ning on, and Twilight 

Had in her ſober Liv'ry all things clad. Mili. 
And ſee, yon ſunny Hill the Shade extends, 

And curling Smoke from Cottages aſcends, Dryd. Virg. 

The ſetting Sun deſcends 

Swift to the weſtern Waves ; and guilty Night 

Haſty to ſpread her Horrors o'er the World, 

Rides on the duſky Air. Rowe LU 
See from afar the Hills no longer ſmoke, 

The ſweating Steers, unharneſs'd from the Yoke, 

Bring, as in Triumph, back the crooked Plough : 

The Shadows — 99 and the Sun goes low ; 


Cold Breezes now the raging Heats remove. Dryd. Yire, 
Night ruſhes down, — 2 7 


headlong drives the Day. Drd. 
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2000 Evening. Eunuch. 
The Ev'ning now with Bluſhes warms the Air. 
'The Steer refigns his Yoke, the Hind his Care : 


The Clouds aloft with golden Edgings glow, 


And falling Dews refreſh the Flow'rs below. 


The Bat with footy Wings flits thro' the Grove, 


The Rceds ſcarce ruſtle, nor the Aſpine move: 
And all the feather*d Folks forbear their Lays of Love. Car. 
When the low Sun is ſinking to the Main, 
When riſing Cynthia ſheds her ſilver Dews, 
And the cool Ev'ning Breeze the Meads renews : 
When Linnets fill the Woods with tuneful Sound, 
And hollow Shores the Halcyor's Voice rebound. Oryd. Virg. 
Now the Day wears, the Sun-beams faintly bound, 
And taller Shadows ftretch along the Ground. Blac. 
The gilded Planet of the Day, 
In his gay Chariot drawn by Fire, 
Was now deſcending to the Sea, 
And left no Light to guide the World. 
But what from Chlerit brighter Eyes was hurb'd. Behr, 
As when from Mountain-tops the duſky Clouds 
Aſcending, while the North-Wind ſleeps, o'erſpread 
Heav'n's chearful Face, the low'ring Element 
Scowls o'er the darken'd Landſkip, Snow, or Show's ; 
If chance the radiant Sun, with farewel Sweet, 
Extend his Ev'ning Beams, the Fields revive, 
The Birds their Notes renew, and bleating Herds | 
Atteſt their Joy, that Hill and Valley rings, Milt, 


EUNUCH. 
Pleaſure forſook his earlieſt Infancy ; 
The Luxury of others robb'd his Cradle, 
And raviſh'd thence the Promiſe of a Man : 
Caſt out from Nature, diſinheri ted { Love. 
Of what her meaneſt Children claim by Kind. Dryd. All for 
Quoth he, it ſtands me much upon 
T enervate this Objection; 
And prove myſelt by Topick clear, 
No Gelding, as you would infer. 
Loſs of Virility's averr'd 
To be the Cauſe of Loſs of Beard. 
That does, like Embryo in the Womb, 
Abortive in the Chin become. 
This firſt a Woman did invent, 
In Envy of Man's Ornament: 


Semi- 
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Semiramis of Babylon, | 

Who firſt of all cut Men o'th*Stone, 

To mar their Beards, and laid Foundation 

Of the Sow-geld'ring Operation : 

Look on this Beard, and tell me whether | 
Eunuchs wear ſuch, or Geldings either. Hud. 


E XAMPLE. 
Example is a living Law, whoſe Sway 
Men more than all the written Laws obey. Sed. Ant. & Cleop. 
The Wiſe new Prudence from the Wile acquire, 
And one brave Hero fans another's Fire, Pope Hom. 
Since great Examples juſtify Command, 
Let glorious Acts more glorious Acts inſpire, | 
And catch from Breaſt to Breaſt the noble Fire. Pope Hom. 
Quoth Hudibras, the Caſe is clear, 
As thou haſt prov'd it by their Practice, 
No Argument like Matter of Fact is; 
And we are beſt of all led to 
Mens Principles by what they do. Hud. 


EXPERIENCE. 
Sixty Vears have ſpread 
Their grey Experience o'er thy hoary Head. Cree. Juv. 
Some Truths are not by Reaſon to be try'd, (and the Fox. 
But we have ſure Experience for our Guide. Dryd. The Cath 
Beſt Guide! thou open'ſt Wiſdom's Way, 
And giv'ſt Accefs, tho?” ſecret ſhe retire. Mitt. 
The Confident of Age, the Youth's ſcorn'd Guide. Dav. 


E Y E S. See Beauty, Hell, Looks. 3 
He ſtar'd, and roll'd his hagard Eyes around. Dry. 
Thus did his Fury rite, 
And Streaks of Fire flaſh'd from his raging Eyes, Blac. 
Fate is in thy Face, 
And from thy hagard Eyes looks wildly out, 
And threatens e'er thou ſpeak'ſt. Dryd. All for Love. 
Who knows how eloquent theſe Eyes may prove, | 
Begging inFloods of Tears and Flames of Love ? Roch. Valewt. 
Then only hear her Eyes; 
Tho' they are mutz, they plead, nay more, command: 
For beauteous Eyes have arbitrary Powr. Dryd. Don Seb, 
Our glorious Sun, the Source of Light and Heat, 


Vhoſe Influence chears the World he did create, * 
K 5 | Shall 


— — — — 
% 


202 Fattious, Faix. 


— — 8 — — — 
2 — — — 
„„ 


Shall Gnile on thet from his meridian Skies, 


And bleſs the Kindred-Beauties of thy Eyes. 


Thy Eyes, which, could has own fair Beams decay, (Sem, 
Might ſhine for him, and bleſs the World withDay. Rowe. An. 
o when the Night and Winter diſappear, 


The _— Morning rifing with the Year, 
t 


Salutes the Spring; as her celeftial Eyes | 
Adorn the Worl , and brighten all the Skies, Dryd.T hee, 
| Crown'd with Charms, . | 

She ſhew'd her heav'nly Form without Diſguiſe, 


And gives herſelf to his deſiring Eyes: 


Proud of the Gift, he roll'd his greedy Sight 

Around the Work, and gaz'd with vaſt Delight. Dryd. Fire. 
Soft am'rous Sighs, and ſilent Love of Eyes. Dryd. Pal. 8 

5 F 


. (Arc, 
FAC TIO US. | 
Avoid the politick, the factious Fool, 
'The buſy, buzzing, talking, harden'd Knave ; 
The quaint ſmooth Rogue, that ſins againſt his Reaſon, 


Calls ſawcy loud Sedition publick Zeal, 


And Mutiny the Dictates of his Spirit. Otw. Orpb. 
FAIR. See Bang. 


Fair as the Face of Nature did appear, 
When Flow'rs firſt peep'd, and 'T'rees did Bloſſoms bear, 
And Winter had not yet deform'd th'tnvertedY ear. Dr. Aures. 
Leſs fair are Orchards in their Autumn Pride, 
Adorn'd with Trees, on ſome fair River's Side, 
Leſs fair are Valleys, their green Mantles ſpread, 
Or Mountains, with tall —_ on their Head. Cowl, 
As fair 
As Winter Stars, or Summer ſetting Suns. Lee T heod. 
Fair as the new-born Star that gilds the Morn. Pope Hom. 
Fairer to be ſeen 
Than the fair Lily on the flow'ry Green; 
More freſh than May herſelf in Bloſſoms new: 
For with the roſy Colour ſtrove her liue. Dryd. Pal. & Arc. 
Form join'd with Virtue is a Sight too rare: 
Chaſte is no Epithet to ſuit with Fair. . Dryd. Jux. 


FAIRIE S. 
About this Spring, if antient Fame ſay true, 
The dapper Elves their Moon- light Sports renew; 
Their — King and little Fairy Queen. 
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In circling Dances gambol'd on the Green, 
While tuneful Sprites a merry Conſort made, 
. And airy Muſick warbled thro' the Shade. Pope Jan. & May. 
mn. Like Fairy Elves, 
Whoſe midnight Revels, by a Foreſt-Side, 
Or Fountain, ſome belated Peaſant fees, 
Or dreams he ſees, while over-head the Moon 
2 Sits Arbitreſs, and nearer to the Earth 
Wheels her pale Courſe; they, on their Mirth and Dance 
Intent, with jocund Muſick charm his Ear. Milt, 
They dance their Ringlets to the whiſtling Wind : 
The Honey-Bags fteal from the Humble-Bees, | 
4 And for Night-Tapers crop their waxen '[ highs. 
5 And light them at the fiery Glow-worms Eyes; 
cy And pluck the Wings from painted Butterfles, 
To fan the Moon-Beams from their ſleeping Eyes. Shak. 
(Midſummer Night's Dream. 
In Days of old, when Aribur fill'd the Throne, 
Whoſe Acts and Fame to foreign Lands were blown, 
'The King of Elves and little Are Queen, 
b. Gambol'd on Heaths, and danc'd on ev'ry Green: 
And where the jolly Troop had led the Round, 
The Graſs unbidden roſe, and mark'd the Ground, 
Nor darkling did they dance, the filver Light 
| Of Phebe ſerv'd to guide their Steps aright, 
.. And, with their Tripping pleas'd, prolong'd the Night. 
Her Beams they fol 1 where at full ſhe play'd, 
Nor longer than ſhe ſhed her Horns they ſtay' d, { 
From thence with airy Flight to foreign Lands convey'd. 
l, Above the reſt, our Britain held they dear, 
More ſolemnly they kept their Sabbaths here, 
d. And made more ſpacious Rings, and revePd half the Year, 
n. I ſpeak of antient Times, for now the Swain 
Returning late, may paſs the Woods in vain, 
And never hope to lee the nightly Train. 
In vain the Dairy now with Mints 1s dreſs'd, 
c. The Dairy- Maid expects no Fairy Gueſt, 
To ſkim the Bowls, and after pay the Feaſt. 
. She ſighs and ſhakes her empty Shoes in vain. 
No * to reward her Pain: 
For Prieſts with Pray'rs, and other godly Geer, 
Have made the merry Goblins diſappear ; | 
And where they play'd their merry Pranks before, 
Have ſprinkled Holy Water on the Floor : 
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And Fry'rs that thro? the wealthy Regions run, 
Thick as the Motes that twinkle in the Sun, 
Reſort to Farmers rich, and bleſs their Halls, 
And exorciſe the Beds, and croſs the Walls, 
This makes the Fairy Quires forſake the Place, 
When once tis hallow'd with the Rites of Grace. 
But in the Walks where wicked Eyes have been, 
The Learning of the Pariſh now is ſeen, 
The Midnight Parſon, poſting o'er the Green, 
With Gown tuck'd up, to Wakes; for Sunday next, 
With humming Ale encouraging his Text. 
Nor wants the holy Leer to Country-Girl betwixt. 
From Fiends and Imps he ſets the Village free, 
There haunts not any Incubus, but he. 
The Maid and Women need no Danger fear 
To walk by Night, and Sanctity fo near: 
For by ſome Hay-cock, or ſome ſhady Thorn 
He bids his Beads both Even-Song and Morn. Dryd. Wife of 
( bath's Tale. 
Robin-Goodfellow. 
I tright the Maidens of the Villages, 
Skim Milk, and ſometimes labour in the Quern ; 
And bootleſs make the breathleſs Houſewite churn : 
And ſometimes make the Drink to bear no Barm ; 
Miſlead Night-wand'rers, laughing at their Harm: 
And ſometimes lurk ] in a Gotlip's Bowl, 
And when ſhe drinks, againſt her Lips I bob, 
And on her wither'd Dewlap pour the Ale. 
'The wiſeſt Aunt, telling the Addeſ Tale, 
Sometimes for three- foot Stool miſtaketh me, 
Then flip I from her Bum, down topples ſne; 
And Taylor cries, and falls into a Cough, 
And then the whole Quire hold their Hips and laugh, 
And waxen in their Mirth, and ſneeze and ſwear 
A merrier Hour was never waſted there. SHH. Mid/ummer 
(Night's Dream. 


FALCON. 
The Falcon from above, 
Truſſes in middle Air the trembling Dove: 
Then plumes the Prey, in her ſtrong Pounces bound; 
'TheFeathers, foul with Blood, come tumbling to the Ground. 
: (Did. V. g 
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As when a Falcon pinch'd with Hunger, ſpies | 

A long-neck'd Hern, that traverſes the Skies; 

Eager of Blood, and meditating Death, 

With vig'rous Wings he riſes from beneath; 

With wond'rous Swiftneſs outs his airy Way, 

And ſoon in Diſtance loſt, purſues his tim'rous Prey. Blac, 


Complaints ef FAL S H OO D. Ingratitude, 
She has a Tongue that can undo the World ; 

She eyes me juſt as when ſhe firſt inflam'd me; 

Such were her Looks, ſo melting was her Language, 

Such falſe ſoft Sighs, and ſuch deluding Tears, 

When from her Lips I took the luſcious Poiſon, 

When with that pleaſing perjur'd Breath avowing, 

Her Whiſpers trembled thro* my cred'lous Ears, 

And told the Story of my utter Ruin. Lee Mithrid. 
Caftalio ! Oh! how often has he ſworn, 

Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 

Ere he would falfify his Vows to me: 

Make haſte Confuſion then! Sun, loſe thy Light! 

And Stars drop dead with Sorrow to the Earth ! 

For my Caftali?'s falſe ! 

Falſe as the Wind, the Water, or the Weather, 

Cruel as Tygers o'er their trembling Prey 

I feel him in my Heart, he tears my Breaſt, 

And at each Sigh he drinks the guſhing Blood. O/ au. Orphe 
He hates, he loaths the Beauties that he has enjoy d; 

Oh he is falſe, that great, that glorious Man, 

Is Tyrant ' midſt of his triumphant Spoils, 

Is bravely falſe, to all the Gods forſworn! 

He that has warm'd my Feet with thouſand Sighs ; 

Then cool'd *em with his 'Tears! Dy'd on my Knees ! 

Outwept the Morning with his dewy Eyes, 

And groan'd, and ſworn the wond'ring Stars away! 

Falſe to Statira ! Falſe to her that loy'd him! 

That lov'd him, cruel Victor as he was, 

And took him bath'd all o'er in Per/fan Blood; 

Kiſs'd the dear cruel Wounds, and waſh'd 'em o'er 


And o'er in Tears, then bound em with my Hair; 
Laid him all Night, upon my panting Boſom, 


Lull'd like a Child, and huſh'd him with my Songs! Leedlex. 
Yet this was ſhe, ye Gods, the very ſac, 


Who in my Arms lay panting all the Night ; 
Who 
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Who kiſs'd and figh'd, and figh'd and kiſs'd again, 

As if her Soul fl. w upward to her Lips 

Td meet mine there, and rag; at the Paſſage ;- 

Who, loth to find the breaking Day, look'd out, 

Then ſhrunk into my Boſom, there to make 

A little longer Darkneſs. Shak. T roil. & Creffd, 
There was a time, 

When Belvidem's Tears, her Cries and Sorrows 

Were not deſpis'd : When if ſhe chanc'd to ſigh, 

Or but look ſad, there was indeed a time, 

When TJaffier would have ta'en her in hig Arms, 

Eas'd her declining Head upon his Breaſt, 

And never left till he had found the Cauſe. 

But now, let her weep Seas, 

Cry *till ſhe rend the Earth, ſigh *till ſhe burſt 

Her Heart aſunder; ſtill he bears it all, | 


Deaf as the Winds, and as the Rocks unſhaken. Ota. Yen. Pre, 


Laſt Night he flew not with a Lover's Haſte : 
Which eagerly prevents th* appointed Hour : 
I told the Clocks, and watch'd the waſting Light, 
And liſten'd to each ſoftly-treading Step, 
In hopes twas he; but ſtill it was not he. 
At laſt he came, but with ſuch alter'd Looks, 


So wild, fo ghaſtly, as ſome Ghoſt had met him: 


All pale and ſpeechleſs, he ſurvey'd me round; 

Fhen with a Groan he threw himſelf a-bed. 

But far from ms, as far as he could move; 

And ſigh'd, and toſs'd, and turn'd, but ſtill from me. 

At laſt I preſs'd his Hand, and laid me by his Side; 

He pull d it back, as if he'ad touch'd a Serpent: 

With that I burſt into a Flood of Tears, 

And aſk'd him how I had offended him: 

He anſwer'd nothing, but with Sighs and Groans. 

So reſtleſs paſs'd the Night, and at the Dawn, 

Loney from the Bed, and vaniſl'd. Dryd. Span Fry. 
hat have I done, ye Pow'rs ! what have I done, 

To ſee my Youth, my Beauty, and my Love, 

No ſooner gain'd, but {lighted and betray'd ? 

And, like a Roſe, juft gather'd from the Stalk, 

But only ſmelt, and cheaply thrown aſide, 

To wither on the Ground! Tell me, Heav'n ! 

Why name I Heav'n ? There is no Heav'n for me: 


Deſpair, Death, Kell, have ſeiz'd my tortur'd Soul. _ 
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That has Revenge in ſtore for perjur'd Love, 


Complaints of Falſbooil. 207 «< 

When I had rais'e his grov'ling Fate from Ground, 

To Pow'r and Love, to Empire, and to me, 

When each Embrace was dearer than the firſt ; 

Then, then to be contemn'd ;. then, then thrown off; 

It calls me old, and wither'd,. and deform'd, 

And loathſome ! 

The Turtle flies not from his billing Mate, 

He bills the cloſer : But ungrateful Man, 

Baſe barb'rous Man, the more we raiſe our Love, 

The more we pall, and cool, and chill his Ardour. 

Racks, 2 Daggers, rid me but of — I” 

And any Death 1s welcome. Span. Fre. | | 
Nothing fo kind as he, when in my 4 | 

In thouſand Kiſſes, tender Sighs, and. Joys, 

Not ta be thought again, the Night was waſted: 

At Dawn of Day he roſe, and left his Conqueſt, 

But when we met, and I with open Arms 

Ran to embrace the Lord of all my Wiſhes, 

Oh then! he threw me from his Breaft, 

Like a deteſted Sin. As I hung too 

Upon his Knees, and begg'd to know the Cauſe, 

He dragg*d me like a Slave upon the Earth, 

And had no Pity on my Cnes ; 

Daſh'd me diſdainfully away with Scorn. 

He did: And more, L fear will ne'er be Friends, 

Tho? I fill love him with unbated Paſſion : 

Alas! I love im till, and tho? I ne'er 

Claſp him again within theſe longing Arms,. | 

Yet bleſs him, bleſs him Gods, where-e*er he ——— 
My mortal Injuries have turn'd my Mind, 

And I could hate myſelf for being kind: 

If there be any Majeſty above, 


Send, Heav'n, the ſwifteſt Ruin on his Head, 

Strike the Deſtroyer, lay the Victor dead, 

Kill the Triumpher, and avenge my Wrong, 

In height of Pomp, when he is warm and young, 

Bolted with 'Thunder let him ruſh along : 

And when in the laſt Pangs of Life he lies, 

Grant I may ſtand to dart him with my Eyes: 

Nay,. after Death | 

Purſue his ſpotted Soul, and ſhoot him as he flies. Lie Alex. 

I could tear out theſe Eyes that gain'd his Heart, 2 
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And had not Pow'r to keep it. Oh the Curſe 

Of doting on, ev'n when I find it Dotage 

Bear witneſs, Gods! you heard him bid me go; 

You, whom he mock'd with imprecating Vows 

Of promis'd Faith: I'll die, I will not bear it; 

I can _ in my Breath, I can die inward, 

And choak this Love. Dryd. All for Lows, 

Oh I could tear my Fleſh, 

Or him, or you, or all the World to pieces. 

My Soul is pent, and has not Elbow-room ; 

*Tis ſwell'd with this laſt Slight beyond all Bounds, 

Oh that it had a Space might anſwer to 

Its infinite Deſire, where 1 might ſtand, 

And hurl the Spheres about like ſportive Balls. Lee Alex, 
Drive me, O drive me from that Traitor, Man; 

So I might *ſcape that Monſter, let me dwell 

In Lions Haunts, or in ſome Tyger's Den! 

Place me on ſome ſteep, craggy, ruin'd Rock, 

That bellies out, juſt dropping in the Ocean: 

Bury me in the hollow of its Womb; 

Where ſtarving on my cold and flinty Bed, 

I may from far, with giddy Apprehenfion, 

See infinite Fathoms down the rumbling Deep : 

Yet not e'en there, in that vaſt Whirl of Death 

Can there be found ſo terrible a Ruin, 

As Man! falſe Man! ſmiling deſtructive Man! Lee Theed, 
Oh! my hard Fate! why did J truſt her ever? 

What Story 1s not full of Woman's Falſhood ? 

The Sex is all a Sea of wide Deſtruction : 

We are the vent'rous Barks that leave our Home, 

For thoſe ſure Dangers which their Smiles conceal. 

At firſt they draw us in with flatt'ring Looks 

Of Summer Calms, and a ſoft Gale of Sighs ; 

Sometimes like Sirens, charm us with their Songs, 

Dance on the Waves, and ſhew their golden Locks ; 

But when the Tempeſt comes, then, then they leave us, 

Or rather help the new Calamity ; 

And the 5 Storm is one injurious Woman! 

The Light'ning follow'd with a Thunderbolt 

Is marble-hearted Woman! All the Shelves, 

The faithleſs Winds, blind Rocks, and ſinking Sands, 

Are Woman all! the Wrecks of wretched Men ! Lee Mirhrid. 
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S 
Fame, the t MI, from ſm nnings grows; 
Swift from the firſt, and every — — | 
New Vigour to her Flights, new Pinions to her Wings ; 
Soon grows the Pigmy to gigantick Size; 
Her Feet on Earth, her Forehead in the Skies. 
Inrag'd againſt the Gods, revengeful Earth 
Produc'd er laſt of the Titanian Birth; _ 
Swift is her Walk, more ſwift her 1 Haſte, 
A monſtrous Phantom, horrible and vaſt. 
As many Plumes as raiſe her lofty Flight, 
So many piercing Eyes enlarge her Sight. 
Millions of opening Mouths to Fame belong 
And every Mouth is furniſh'd with a Tongue, 
And round with liſt'ning Ears the flying Plague is hung. 
She fills the peaceful Univerſe with Cries, 
No Slumbers ever cloſe her wakeful Eyes : 
By Day ſrom lofty Tow'rs her Head ſhe ſhews, 
And ſpreads thro' trembling Crouds diſaſt'rous News, 
With Court-Informers haunts, and Royal Spies; | 
Things done relates, not done ſhe feigns, and mingles Truth 
Talk is her Bus'neſs, and her chief Delight, (with Lyes. 
To tell of Prodigies, and cauſe Affright. Dryd. Virg. 
There 1s a tall long- ſided Dame, 
But wondrous light, ycleped Fame, 
That, like a thin Camelion, boards 
Herſelf on Air, and eats her Words. 
Upon her Shoulders Wings ſhe wears, 
Like Hanging-Sleves, lin'd thro? with Ears; 
And Eyes and 'Tongues, as Poets liſt, 
Made good by deep Mythologiſt. 
With theſe ſhe thro' the Welkin flies, 
And ſometimes carries Truth, oft Lyes. 
About her Neck a Packet-Mail, 
Fraught with Advice; ſome freſh, ſome ſtale : 
Of Men that walk'd when they were dead, 
And Cows of Monſters brought to bed. 
Two Trumpets ſhe does ſound at once, 
But both of clean contrary Tones ; 
But whether both with the ſame Wind, 
Or one before, and one behind, 
We know not ; only this can tell, 
The one ſounds vilely, th'other well : 


And 
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And therefore vulgar Authors name 

Th'one Good, the other Evil Fame. Hu 

Fame, the looſe Breathings of a clam'rous Croud, 
Ever in Lyes moſt confident and loud. Roch. Vale, 
While Fame is young, too weak to fly away, 
Evy purſues her like {ome Rird of Prey; 
But once on ving, then all the Dangers ceaſe, 
Envy herſelf is glad to be at peace; 
Gives over, weary'd with fo high a Flight, 
Above her Reach, and ſcarce within her Sight. 
But ſuch the Frailty is of human Kind, 
Men toil for Fame, which no Man lives to find. 
Long rip'ning under Ground this China lies; 
Fame bears no Fruit till the vain Planter dies. Norn, 
How much the Thirſt of Honour fires the Blood ! 
How many would be great, how few be good ! 
For who would Virtue for herſelf regard, 
Or wed without the Portion of Reward ? 
Yet this mad Chace of Fame, by few purſu'd, 
Has drawn Deſtruction on the Multitude : 
This Avarice of Praiſe in Times to come, 
Thoſe long — crouded on the Tomb, 
Should ſome wild Fig-Tree take her native Bent, 
And heave below the gaudy Monument, 
Would crack the Marble Titles, and diſperſe 
The Characters of all the lying Verſe. 
For Sepulchres themſelves muit crumbling fall 
In Time's Abyſs, the common Grave of all. Dryd. Juv. 
And with what rare Inventions do we ſtrive 
Ourſelves then to ſurvive ? 
Wiſe ſuble Arts, and ſuch as well befit 
That Nothing Man's no Wit. 
Some with vaſt coſtly Tombs would purchaſe it, 
And by the Proofs of Death pretend to live. . 

Here lies the Great — Falſe Marble, where? 
Nothing but ſmall and ſordid Duſt lies there. 
Some build enormous Mountain-Palaces ; 

A laſting Life in well-hewn Stone they rear : 

50 he, who on th*Zgyprian Shore 
Was ſlain ſo many hundred Years ago, 
Lives in the dropping Ruins of his Amphitheatre. 
His Father-in-Jaw a higher Place doth clai 
In the ſeraphick Entity of Fame. 
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He, ſince that Toy his Death, | 
Jud. WM Does fill all Mouths, and breathes in all Men breath. 
'Tis true, the two immortal Syllables remain; 
en, WF But, Oh ! ye learned Men explain, 
hat Eſſence, what Exiſtence this, 
WhatSubfſtance, whatSubſiſtence, what Hypoſtaſis, 
In fix poor Letters is ? 
In thoſe alone does the great Cæſar live; 
"Tis all the conquer'd World could give. 
We Poets, madder yet than all, 
With a refin'd phantaſtick Vanity, 
Think we not only have, but give Eternity. 
Fain would I ſee that Prodigal, 
FR, Who his To-morrow would beſtow 
For all old Homer's Life, cer ſince he dy'd till now. Cowh, 


PALACE of FAME. 

Full in the midſt of this created Space, 

detwixt Heav'n, Earth, and Seas, there ſtands a Place 
Confining on all three, with triple Bound ; | 

Whence all things, tho? remote, are view'd around, 
And thither bring their undulating Sound. 
The Palace of loud Fame ; her Seat of Pow'r, 
Plac'd on the Summit of a lofty Tow'r : 
A thouſand winding Entries, long and wide, 
Receive of freſh Reports a flowing Tide; 
A thouſand” Crannies in the Walls are made, 
Nor Gates, nor Bars, exelude the buſy Trade. 
"Fis built of Braſs, the better to diffuſe 
The ſpreading Sounds, and multiply the News : 
Where Echoes in repeated Echoes play : 
A Mart for ever full, and open Night and Day. 
Nor Silence is within, nor Voice expreſs, 
But a deaf Noiſe of Sounds that never ceaſe ; 
Confus'd and chiding, like the hollow Roar 
Of Tides receding from th'inſulted Shoar : 
Or like the broken Thunder heard from far, 
When Fowe to Diſtance drives the rolling War. 
The Courts are fill'd with a tumultuous Din 
Of Crouds, or iſſuing forth, or entring in: 
A Thorow-fare of News; where fome deviſe 
Things never heard, ſome mingle Truth with Lyes : 
The troubled Air with empty Sounds they beat; 
, Intent near, and eager to repeat, 
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Error ſits brooding there, with added Train 

Of vain Credulity, and Jet as vain: 

Suſpicion, with Sedition join'd, are near; 

And Rumours rais'd, and Marmurs mix'd, and panick Fey, 
Fame fits aloft, and ſees the ſubject Ground, C Dryd. O vii. 
And Seas about, and Skies above, enquiring all around, 


FAMINE E. 
This Famine has a ſharp ard meagre Face; 
"Tis Death in an Undreſs of Skin and Bone: 
Where Age and Youth, thetr Land-mark ta'n away, 
Look all one common Sorrow. Dryd. Clem 
Famine fo fierce, that what's deny'd Man's Uſe, 


Ev'n deadly Plants, and Herbs of pois'nous Juice, Her 
Wild Hunger eats; and to prolong our Breath, The 
We greedily devour our certain Death. L Her 
The Soldier in th'Aſſault, of Famine falls, Fu. And 
And Ghofts, not Men, are watching on the Walls. Dryd. lu. V 

He daily dies by Hours and Moments, g dup 
All vital Nouriſhment but Air is wanting. Fro 
Three riſing Days and two deſcendin Nights Thi 


Have chang'd the Face of Heav'n and Earth by turns, 

But brought no kind Viciſſitude to him. | 

His State is ſtill the ſame, with Hunger pinch'd, 

Waiting the flow Approaches of his Death, 

Which Lung onwards as his Life goes back, 

Still gains upon his Ground. D-yd. Clem, 
Death, like a lazy Maſter, ſtands aloof, (Clem, 

And leaves his Work to the flow Hands of Famine. Dry«. 


FAN. 

Flavia the leaſt and ſlighteſt Toy 
Can with reſiſtleſs Art employ: 
This Fan, in meaner Hauds would prove 
An Engine of ſmall Force in Love; 
Yet ſhe, with graceful Air and Mien, 
Not to be told, or ſafely ſeen, 5 
Directs its wanton Motions ſo, 
That it wounds more than Capid's Bow; 
Gives Coolneſs to the matchleſs Dame, 
To ev'ry other Breaſt a Flame. Alle. 


FANCY 


— 


Fancy. Fate. - BY 


FANCY; 
There 1s a Place which Man moft high does rear ; 
he ſmall World's Heav'n, where Reaſon rules the Sphere: 
Here in a Robe, whach does all Colours ſhow, 
Fancy, wild Dame, with much laſcivious Pride, 
ty Twin-Camelions drawn, does gaily ride. 
Her Coach there follows, and throngs round about, 
Of Shapes and airy Forms an endleſs Rout, 
A Sea rolls on with harmleſs Fury there ; 
Straight 'tis a Field, and Trees and Herbs appear: 
Here in a moment are vaſt Armies made, 
And a quick Scene of War and Blood diſplay'd: 
Here ſparkling Wines, and brighter Maids come in, 
The Bawds for Senſe, and living Baits for Sin: 
: Here golden Mountains ſwell the cov'tous Place, 
. And Centaurs ride themſelves a painted Race. Cowl, 
, When Reaſen ſleeps, or mimick Fancy wakes, 
Supplies her Part, and wild Ideas takes 
From Words and Things ill-ſuited and misjoin'd, 
The Anarchy of Thought, and Chaos of the Mind. 
Did. State of Innocence. 
Howe'er, *tis well, that while Mankind, 
Thro' Fate's fantaſtick Mazes errs, 
They can imagin'd Pleaſures find, 
To combat againſt real Cares. 


Fear. 
Joig. 
d. 


on Fancies and Notions we purſue, 
a. Which ne'er had Being but in Thought: 
50 And, like the doating Artiſt, woo 
The Image we ourſelves have wrought. Prior. 


FATE. See Fortune, Predeſtination and Free-Wll. 

The Pow'r that minifters to God's Decrees, 

And executes on Earth what he foreſees, 

Call'd Providence, or Chance, or fatal Sway, 

Comes with reſiſtleſs Force, and finds or makes her Way, 

Nor Kings, nor Nations, nor united Pow'r, 

One Moment can retard th' appointed Hour. 

For ſure whate'er we Mortals hate or love, 

Or hope, or fear, depends on Pow'rs above; 

„Thy move our Appetites to Good or IIl, f 

And by Foreſight neceſſitate the Will. © Dryd. Pal. & Arc. 

Lis not in Man Jove's fix'd Decree to move; 


J. Tue Great will glory to ſubmit to Jove. Pope * 
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An unſeen Hand makes all our Moves: 
And ſome are great, and ſome are ſmall; 
Some climb to good, ſome from good Fortune fall; 
| Some wiſe Men, and ſome Fools we call ; 
Figures, alas! of Speech, for Deſtiny plays us all. Cyl, 
Tis Fate that caſts the Dice, and as ſhe flings, 

Of Kings makes Pedants, and of Pedants Kings. Dryd. Juv, 
What Heav'n decrees, no Prudence can prevent. Dry Auren, 
Predeſtinated Ills are never loſt. Dryd. Don bel. 
Fate and the dooming Gods are deaf to Tears. Dryd. Vin 
Let thy great Deeds force Fate to change her mind; 

He that courts Fortune boldly, makes her kind. How. In. Auers. 

"Tis our own Wiſdom moulds our State: 
Our Faults and Virtues makes our Fate. Cowl, 
Man makes his Fate according to his Mind. 

The weak low Spirit Fortune makes her Slave; 

But ſhe's a Drudge, when hector'd by the Brave. 

If Fate weave common Thread, he'll change the Doom, 


And with new Purple ſpread a nobler Loom. Dryd. Cong? of 


Heav'n has to all allotted, ſoon or late, (Gras. 
Some lucky Revolutions of their Fate: 
Whoſe Motions if we watch and guide with Skill, 
8 or human Good depends on human Will) 
ur Fortune rolls as from a ſmooth Deſcent, 
And from the firſt Impreſſion takes the Bent: 
But if unſeiz'd, ſhe glides away like Wind, 
And leaves repenting Folly far behind. Dryd. Al. & Acbit. 
On what ſtrange — we build our Hopes and Fears: 
Man's Life is all a Miſt, and in the Dark 
Our Fortunes meet us: 
If Fate be not, then what can we foreſee ? 
And how can we avoid it, if it be? 
If by Free-Will in our own Paths we move, 
How are we bounded by Decrees above ? 
Whether we drive, or whether we are driv'n, 


If ill, 'tis ours; if good, the Act of Heav'n. Dryd. Ten. 


Some kinder Pow'r, too weak for Deſtiny, 
Took Pity, and indu'd his new-form'd Mais 
With 4 Juſtice, Prudence, Fortitude, 
And ev'ry kingly Virtue; but in vain: 
For Fate, that ſent him hood-wink'd to the World, 


Perforw'd its Work by his miſtaken Hands. Dryd. Ocdi- 
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To you, Great Gods, I make my laft Appeal ; 

Or clear my Virtues, or my Crimes reveal : 

If wand'ring in the Maze of Fate I run, 

And backward trod the Paths I iought to ſhun ; 

Impute my Errors to your own Decree ; 

My Hands are guilty, but my Heart is tree. Dryd. Oedip. 
Gods ! would you be ador'd for doing good, 

Or only fear d for proving miſchievous : 

How would you have your Mercy underſtood, 

Who could create a Wretch like Maximus, 

Ordain'd, tho' guiltleſs, to be in famous? 

Supreme firſt Cauſes ! you whence all things flow, 

Whoſe Infiniteneſs does each Little fill: 

Vou, who decree each ſeeming Chance below, 

So great in Pow'r, were you as good in Will, 

How could you ever have produc'd ſuch III? 

Had your eternal Minds been bent on Good, 

Could human Happineſs have prov'd ſo lame? 

Rapine, Revenge, Injuſtice, Thirſt of Blood, 

Grief, Anguiſh, Horror, Want, Deſpair, and Shame, 

Had never found a Being nor a Name ! 

Tis therefore leſs Impiety to fay, 

Evil with you has Co-eterni:y ; 

Than blindly taking it the other Way 

That merciful, and of Election free, 

You did create the Miſchiefs you foreſee. Noch. Yalent. 
Then is it vain in Jove himſelf to truſt ? ; 

And is it thus the Gods aſſiſt the Juſt ? 

When Crimes provoke us, Heav'n Succeſs denies ; 

The Dart falls harmleſs, and the Faulcheon flies. Pope Hom. 
Be juſter, Heav'n! ſuch Virtue puniſh'd thus, 

Wil make us think that Chance rules all above, 

And ſhuffles with a random Hand the Lots 

Which Man is forc'd to draw. Dryd. All for Love. 
Thus with ſhort Plummets Heav'n's deep Will we found, 

That vaſt Abyſs where human Wit is drown'd ! 

In our ſmall Skiff, we muſt not launch too far: 

We here but Coaſters, not Diſcov'rers are. Dryd. Tyr. Love. 

Eternal Deities ! 

Who rule the World with abſolute Decrees, 

And write whatever Time ſhall bring to paſs, 

With Pens of Adamant on Plates of Braſs : 

What is the Race of Human-kind your Care, 

Beyond what all his Fellow-Creaturcs are ? * 
e 
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He with the reſt is liable to Pain, 

And, like the Sheep, his Brother Beaſt, is ſlain, 
Cold, Hunger, Priſons, Ills without a Cure; 
All theſe he muſt, and guiltleſs oft, endure. 
Or does your Juſtice, Pow'r, or Preſcience fail, 
When the Good ſuffer, and the Bad prevail ? 
What worſe to wretched Virtue could befal, 

If Fate or giddy Fortune govern'd all ? 

Nay, worſe than other Beaſts is our Eſtate ; 


Them, to youu their Pleaſures, you create ; 


We, bound by harder Laws, muſt curb our Will, 

And your Commands, not our Deſires fulfil. 

Then when the Creature is unjuſtly ſlain, 

Yet after Death at leaſt he feels no Pain: 

But Man, in Life ſurcharg'd with Woe before, (E Ae. 

Not freed when dead, is doom'd to ſuffer more. Dry. Pal, 
Good Heav'ns! why gave you me 


A Monarch's Soul, 


And cruſted it with baſe plebeian Clay? 

— us you me Deſires of ſuch Extent, 

And fuch a Span to graſp them ? Sure my Lot, 

By ſome o'er haſty Angel, was miſplac'd 

In Fate's eternal Volume. Dryd. Span. Fry, 
Tell me why, good Heav'n ! 

Thou mad'ſt me what I am, with all the Spirit, 

Aſpiring Thoughts, and elegant Deſires, 

That fill the happieſt Man? Ah! rather why 

Didſt thou not form me ſordid as my Fate, 

Baſe-minded, dull, and fit to carry Bardens ? 

Why have I Senſe to know the Curſe that's on me? 

Is this juſt Dealing, Nature ? | Otw. Ven. Pre/. 
Was it for this, ye cruel Gods! you made me 

Great, like yourſelves, and as a King to be 

Your ſacred Image ? Was it but for this ? 

Why rather was I not a Peaſant Slave, 

Bred from my Birth a Drudge to your Creation, 

And to my deltin'd Load inur'd betimes ? Row, Amb. Stepm. 

Ye cruel Pow'rs ! | 

Take me as you have made me, miſerable! 

You cannot make me guilty ! Twas my Fate, | 

And you made that, got I. Dryd. Don. Seb. 
Tis thus that Heav'n its Empire does maintain; 

It may afflict, but Man may not complain, Otæav. Orph 
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vet tis the Curſe of mighty Minds oppreſs'd, 

To think what their State is, and what it ſhould be: 

Impatient of their Lot, they reaſon fiercely, 

And call the Laws of Providence unequal. + Row. UV. 
But why, alas! do mortal Men in vain, 

Of Fortune, Fate, or Providence complain ? 

God gives us what he knows our Wants require, 

And better oy 7 than thoſe which we detire : 

Some pray for Riches, Riches they obtain ; | 

Bat, watch'd by Robbers, for their Wealth are lain : 

Some pray from Priſon to be freed ; and come, 

When guilty of their Vows, to fall at home ; 

Murder'd by thoſe they traſted with their Life, 

A favour'd Servant, or a Boſom Wife. 

Such dear-bought Bleſſings happen ev'ry Day, 

Becauſe we know not for what things to pray. 

Like drunken Sots about the Streets we roam : 

Well knows the Sot he has a certain Home ; 

Yet knows not how to find th' uncertain Place, 

But blunders on, and ſtaggers ev'ry Pace. 

Thus all ſeek Happineſs, but few can find, 

For far the greater Part of Men are blind. Dry, Pal. & Arc. 

The Gods are juſt ; 

But how can Finite meaſure Infinite ? 

Reaſon ! alas! it does not know itſelf : | 

But Man, vain Man, would wick this ſhort-lin'd Plummet 

Fathom the vaſt Abyſs of heav'nly Juſtice. = 

Whatever is, is in its Cauſes juſt; , 

vince all things are by Fate: But purblind Man 

Sees but a Part o'th' Chain; the neareſt Link; 

His Eyes not carrying to that equal Beam | 

That poiſes all above. DHA. Otdip. 

Impute not then to me 4 

The Fault of Fortune, or the Fare's Decree : | 

Or call it Heav'n's Imperial Pow'r alone, 1 

Which moves on Springs of Juſtice, tho' unknown: 

Yet this we ſee, tho“ order'd for the beft. . - 

The Bad exalted, and the Good oppreſs'd. | "oY 

Permitted Laurels grace the lawleſs Brow, © | i 

Th'Unworthy rais'd, the Worthy caſt below. D. y. Jig. Gut. 
And therefore wer't thou bred to virtuous * Ip. uy 

And Wiſdom early planted in thy Soul, | | 

That thou might' know to rule thy fry Paſſions 

To bind their Rage, and on, 4 their headlong Courſe”; 
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To bear with Accidents, and ev'ry Change | | 
Of various Life; to ſtruggle with Adverſity; | 
Jo wait the Leiſure of the righteous Gods, 

Jill they, in their own good appointed Hour, | 
Shall bid thy better Days come forth at once, | 
A long and hiningTrain; till chou, well pleaſed, { Rau. L. 
Shall bow, and bleſs thy Fate, and own the Gods are jutt, | 


FEAR. See Runawoy. 
A deadly Fear o'er all his Vitals reigns, 
And his chill'd Blood hangs curdled in his Veins. Blac, 
Terror froze up his Hair, and on his Face 
Show'rs of cold Sweat roll'd trembling down apace. Coal. 
Aghaſt he wak'd, and ſtarting from his Bed, 
Cold Sweats in clammy Drops his Limbs o'erſpread. DH. 
His knocking Knees are bent beneath the Load, 
And ſhiv'ring Cold congeals his vital Blood. Dryd. Viz, 
d The pale Aſſiſtants on each other ftar'd, 
| Wich gaping Mouths for iſſuing Words prepar'd : 
The ſtill- born Sounds upon the Palate hung, 
Anddy'd imperteQonthe falt'ringTongue. Ory. I heod.& Hon. 
feel my Sinews flacken'd with the Fright, 
And a cold Sweat trills down all o'er my Limbs, 
j As if I were diſſolving into Water. Ded. Temp. 
| At thy dread Anger the fix'd World ſhall ſhake, 
And frighted Nature her own Laws forſake; 
Do thou but threat, loud Storms ſhall make Reply, 
And ! hunder, echo'd to the trembling Sky; 
While warring Seas ſwell to fo bold a Height, 
As ſhall the Fire's proud Element ena, A 
Th' old drudging Sun, from his long-beaten Way, 
Shall at thy Voice ſtart, and — the Day. 
'T he jocund Orbs ſhall break their meaſur'd Pace, 
And itubborn Poles change their allotted Place. 
Heav'n's Fo Troops thall flutter here and there, 
t 
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Leaving their boaſting Songs tun'd to a Sphere. 
1 Nay, their God too For fear he did, when we 
# Took noble Arms againſt his Tyranny : 
| i So noble Arms, and in a Cauſe ſo great, 
| That Triumph they deſerve for their Defeat. Convl. 


2 pr by Envy to the Devil.] 
With that, with his long Tail he laſh'd his Breaſt, 
| And horribly ſpoke out in Looks the reſt, 
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The quaking Pow'rs of Night ſtood in Amaze, 

And at each other firſt could only gaze : 

A dreadful Silence fill'd the hollow Space, 

Doubling the native Terror of Hell's Face. 

Rivers of flaming Brimſtone, which before 

. So loudly rag'd, crept ſoftly by the Shore: 
No Hiſs of Snakes, no Clank of Chains was known, 
The Souls amidſt their Tortures durſt not groan. _ Cord, 

The Silver Moon with Terror paler grew, 

And neighb'ring Hermon ſweated flow'ry Dew. Cowl, 


. The Stars, amaz d. ran backward from the Sight; 
And, ſhrunk within their Sockets, loſt their Light. Ory. Ovid. 
4 Who would believe what ſtrange Bugbears 
Mankind creates itſelf of Fears! - 
{, That ſpring, like Fern, that InſeQ Weed, 
Equivocally, without Seed; 
7, And have no poſſible Foundation, 


But merely in th' Imagination. 
And yet can do more dreadtul Feats 
Than Hags, with all their Imps and Teats : 
v. Make more bewitch and haunt themſelves, 
Than all their Nurſeries of Elves, ; 
For Fear does things fo like a Witch, 
b. "Tis hard t'unriddle which is which: 
Sets up Communities of Senſes 
Jo chop and change Intelligences : 
As Raſicriſian Virtugſes 
Can ſee with Ears, and hear with Noſes; 
And when they neither ſee nor hear, 
Have more than both ſupply'd by Fear: 
That makes them in the Dark ſee Viſions ; 
And hag themſelves with Apparitions 
And when their Eyes diſcover leaſt, 
Diſcern the ſubtleſt Objects beſt. 
Do things not contrary alone . 
To th' Force of Nature, but its own: 
The Courage of the braveſt daunt, 
And turn Poltroons to Valiant: 
For Men as reſolute appear 
1 With too much, as too little Fear ; 
] And when they're out of hopes of flying, 
Will run away from. Death by dying, 
On turn again to ſtand it out, 
| And thoſe that fled, like Lions, rout. Hud. 
ie 2 L 2 Fro 
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For Fear oft braver Feats performs, 
'Than ever Courage dar'd in Arms. Hud, 
It is an Ague, that forſakes 
And haunts by Fits thoſe whom it takes. Hud. 
Fear ever argues a degenerate Mind. Drya. Virg. 
Fear is the laſt of Ills : 
In time we hate that which we often fear. Shak. Ant. & Clecp. 


FEMALE. 
All Females have Prerogative of Sex : 
The She's, ev'n of the Savage Herd, are ſafe; 


All, when they ſnarl or bite, have no Return, 
But Courtſhip from the Male. Dryd. Don Seb. 


Gr. 

Now Shouts and Clamours wake the tardy Sun; 

As with the Light the Warriours Toils begun. 

Ev'n Jove, whoſe Thunder ſpoke his Wrath, diſtill'd 

Red Drops of Blood o'er all the fatal Field; 

The Woes of Men unwilling to ſurvey, | 

And all the Slaughters that muſt ſtain the Day. Pepe Ham. 
The Tryans ruſh tumultuous to the War, 

Once more they glitter in refulgent Arms, 

Once more the Fields are fill'd with dire Alarms. Pope Hem, 
In one firm Orb the Bands were rang'd around ; 

A Cloud of Heroes blacken'd all the Ground : 

Thus, from the lofty Promontory's Brow, 

A Swain ſurveys the gath'ring Storm below : 

Slow from the Main the heavy Vapours riſe, 

Spread in dim Streams, and ſail along the Skies, 

Till black as Night the ſwelling Tempeſt ſhows, - 

The Cloud condenſing as the eſt-Wind blows ; 

He dreads th' impending Storm, and drives his Flock 

To the cloſe Covert of an arching Rock: 

Such, and ſo thick, th' embattel'd Squadrons ſtood, 

With Spears erect, a moving Iron Wood. 

A ſhady Light was ſhot from glimm'ring Shields, 

And their brown Arms obſcur'd the duſky Fields. Pope Hom. 
Great Hector, cover'd with his ſpacious Shield, 

Plies all the Troops, and orders all the Field : 

As the red Star now ſhews his ſanguine Fires 

Thro' the dark Clouds, and now in Night retires ; 

Thus thro” the Ranks appear'd the God-like Man, 

Plung'd in the Rear, or blazing in the Van; 
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While ſtreamy Sparkles, reſtleſs as he flies, 

Flaſh from his Arms, as Lightning from the Skies. Pope Hom. 
Thus by their Leader's Care each martial Band 
Moves into Ranks, and ftretches o'er the Land. Pope Hom. 

As when the Winds aſcending by degrees, 
Firſt move the whit'ning Surface of the Seas; 
The Billows float in Order to the Shore : 
The Wave behind rolls on the Wave before; 
Till, with the growing Storm, the Deeps ariſe, 
Foam o'er the Rocks, and thunder to the Skies : 
So to the Fight the thick Battalions throng ; 
Shields ur 4 on Shields, and Men drove Men along. 
Sedate and filent move the Grecian Bands ; 
No Sound, no Whiſper, but their Chief's Commands, 
Thoſe only heard ; with Awe the reſt obey, 


As if ſome God had ſnatch'd their Voice away. 


Not ſo the Trejans; from their Hoſt aſcends 

A gen'ral Shout that all the Region rends. 

As when the fleecy Flocks unnumber'd ſtand 

In wealthy Folds, and wait the Milker's Hand ; 

The hollow Vales inceſſant Bleating fills ; 

The Lambs reply from all the neighb'ring Hills, 

Such Clamours roſe from various Nations round ; 

Mix'd was the Murmur, and confus'd the Sound. Pope Hom. 
With Shouts the Trojans, ruſhing from afar, : 

Proclaim their Motions, and provoke the War. 

So when inclement Seaſons vex the Plain 

With piercing Froſts, or thick deſcending Rain, 

To warmer Seas the Cranes embody'd fly, - 

With Noiſe and Order thro' the Mid-way Sky; 

To pigmy Nations Wounds and Death they bring, 

And all the War deſcends upon the Wing. 

But filent, breathing Rage, reſolv'd and ſxill'd 

By mutual Aids to © a doubtful Field, 

Swift march the Greeks ; the rapid Duſt around 

Dark'ning ariſes from the labour'd Ground. 

Thus from his flaggy Wings when Notus ſheds 

A Night of Vapours round the Mountains Heads, 

Swift-gliding Miſts the duſky Fields invade, 

To Thieves more grateful than the Midnight Shade. 


While ſcarce the Swains their feeding Flocks ſurvey, 


Loſt and confus'd amidſt the thicken'd Day: 

So, wrapt in gath'ring Duſt, the Grecian Train, 

A moving Cloud, ſwept on, and hid the Plain. Pope Hom. 
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As when on Ceres ſacred Floor the Swain 

Spreads the wide Fan to.clear the golden Grain; 

And the %ight Chaff, before the Breezes born, | 

Aſcends in Clouds from off the heapy Corn; 

The grey Duſt, riſing with collected Winds, 

Drives o'er the Barn, and whitens all the Hinds: 

So white with Du the Grecian Hoſt appears, 

From trampling Steeds and thund'ring Charioteers. 

The duſky Clouds from labour'd Earth ariſe, 

And rol! in ſmoaking Volumes to the Skies, 

Mars hovers'o'er them with his ſable Shield, 

And adds new Horrours to the darken'd Field. Pepe Hen. 
Now Front to Front the hoſtile Armies ſtand, 

Eager of Fight, and only wait Command. Pope Hom, 
Each Hoſt now joins, and each a God inſpires ; 

Theſe Mars incites, and thaſe Minerva fires: © 

Pale Fright around, and dreadful Terrour reign, 

And Diſcord raging bathes the purple Plain. 

Embody'd cloſe, the lab'ring Grecian Train 

The fierceſt Shock of charging Hoſts ſuſtain : 

Unmov'd and filent the whole War they wait, 

Serenely dreadful, and as fix'd as Fate: 

So when th' embattl'd Clouds, in dark Array, 

Along the Skies their gloomy Lines diſplay : 

When now the North his boiſt'rous Rage has ſpent, 

And peaceful fleeps the liquid Element; 

't he low-hung Vapours, motionleſs and ſtill, 

Reſt on the Summits of the ſhaded Hill ; 

ill the Maſs ſcatters as the Winds ariſe, 

Diſpers'd and broken thro? the ruffled Skies. Pope Hom, 
Mars, ſtern Deſtroyer ! and Bellona dread, 

Flame in the Front, and thunder at their Head : 

J his {wells the Tumult, and the Rage of Fight; 

That ſhakes a Spear that caſts a dreadful Light: 

Where He#or march'd the God of Battles ſhin'd, 

Now ſtorm'd before him, and now rag'd behind. Pope Hom. 
Now Shield with Shield, with Helmet Helmet clos'd, 

To Armour Armour, Lance to Lance oppos'd: 

Hoſt againſt Hoſt with ſhadowy Squadrons drew ; 

Ihe ſonnding Darts in Iron Tempelts flew : 

Wictors and Vanquiſh'd join promiſcuous Cries, 

And ſhrilling Shouts and dying Groans ariſe : 

With ſtreaming Blood the flipp'ry Fields are dy'd, 

And ſlaughter'd Heroes ſwell the dreadful Jide: : 

As 
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As Torrents roll, increas'd by num'rous Rills, 
With Rage impetuous down their echoing Hills; 
Ruſh to the Vales, and, pour'd along the Plain, 
Roar thro' a thouſand Channels to the Main; 
The diſtant Shepherd trembling hears the Sound ; 
So mix both Hoſts, and ſo their Cries rebound. Pope Hom, 
As when ſharp Boreas blows abroad, and brings 
The dreary Winter on his frozen Wings ; 
Beneath the low-hung Clouds the Sheets of Snow 
Deſcend, and whiten all the Fields below. 
So faſt the Darts on either Army pour; 
$9 down the Rampires rolls the rocky Show'r, 
Heavy and thick ; reſound the batter'd Shields, 
And the deaf Echo rattles round the Fields. Poe Hm, 
Dark Show'rs of Jav'lins fly from Foes to Foes ; 
Now here, now there, the Tide of Combate flows. ; 
While Troy's fam'd'Streams that bound the deathful Plain, 


On either Side, ran purple to the Main. Pope Hom. 


As ſweating Reapers, in ſome wealthy Field, 
Rang'd in two Bands, their crooked Weapons wield, 
Bear down the Furrows till their Labours meet; 
Thick fall the heapy Harveſts at their Feet : 

So Greece and Troy the'Field of War divide, 


And falling Ranks are ſtrew'd on either Side. 


None ſtoop'd a Thought to baſe * Flight; 

But Horſe to Horſe, and Man to Man they fight. 

Not rabid Wolves more fierce conteſt their Prey, 

Each wounds, each bleeds, but none reſign the Day. 

Diſcord with Joy the Scene of Death deſcries, 

And drinks large Slaughter at her ſanguine Eyes. 

Diſcord alone of all th' immortal Train, 

Swells the red Horrours of the direful Plain. Pope Hem. 
As o'er their Prey rapacious Wolves engage, 

Man dies on Man, and all is Blood and Rage. 

With copious Slaughter all the Fields are red, | 

And heap'd with growing Mountains of the Dead. 

S0 fought each Hoſt, with Thirſt of Glory fir'd, 

and Crouds on Crouds triumphantly expir'd. 

Fierce Diſcord ſtorms, Apollo loud exclaims, 

Fame calls, Marsthunders, and the Field'sin Flames. Pope Hm. 
As on the Confines of adjoining Grounds, 

Two ſtubborn Swains with Blows diſpute their Bounds, 

They tug, they ſweat, but neither gain nor yield 

One Foot, one Inch of the contended Field: 

L 4 Thus 
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'Thus obſtinate to Death they fight, they fall. Pope Hom, 


As when two Scales are charg'd with equal Loads, 
From Side to Side the trembling Balance nods ; 
(While ſome laborious Matron, juſt and poor ; 

With nice Exactneſs weighs her woolly Store.) 
Till, pois' d aloft, the reſting Beam * nr 
Each equal Weight, nor this, nor that deſcends: 


So ſtood the War Pope Hom, 


Thus, while the Morning Beams, increaſing bright, 
O'er Heav'n's pure Azure ſpread the growing Light, 
Commutual Death the Face of War A b A 
Each adverſe Battle gor'd with equal Wounds. 

But now, what time, in ſome ſequeſter'd Vale, 
The weary Woodman ſpreads his ſparing Meal, 
When his tir'd Arms refuſe the Axe to rear, 
And claim a Reſpite from the Sy War ; 

But not till half the proſtrate Foreſt lay 

Stretch'd in long Ruin, and expos'd to Day: . 
Then, nor till then, the Greeks impulſive Might 
Pierc'd the black Phalanx, and let in the Light. 

Now by the Foot the flying Foot were ſlain ; 
Horſe, trod by Horſe, lay foaming on the Plain. 
From the dry Fields thick Clouds of Duſt ariſe, 
Shade the black Hoſt, and intercept the Skies : 


The braſs-hoof'd Steeds tumultuous plunge and bound; 


And the thick Thunder beats the lab'ring Ground. 
The Driver's Laſh reſounds, 

Swift thro' the Ranks the rapid Chariot bounds : 

Stung by the Stroke the Courſers ſcour the Fields 

O'er Heaps of Carcaſſes and Hills of Shields: 

he Hories Hoofs are bath'd in Heroes Gore; 

And, daſhing Purple all the Car before, 

The groaning Axle ſable Drops diſtills, 

And mangled Carnage clogs the rapid Wheels, 
Then Hed:r, with a Pound, 

Vaults from his Chariot on the trembling Ground, 

In clanging Arms: He graſps in either Hand 

A pointed Lance, and ſpeeds from band to Band; 

Revives their Ardour, turns their Steps from Flight, 

And wakes anew the dying Flames of Fight. 

As the bold Hunter cheers his Hounds to tear 

The brindled Lion, or the tuſky Bear; 
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Wich Voice and Hand provokes their doubting Heart, 

And ſprings the foremoſt with his lifted Dart: 

So Godlike Hector prompts his Troops to dare; 

Nor prompts alone, but leads himſelf the War. 

New Force, new Spirit, to each Breaſt returns : 

The Fight renew'd with fiercer Fury burns: 

The King leads on, all fix on him their Eye, 

And learn from him to conquer or to die. 

On the black Body of the Foes he pours: 

As from the Clouds deep Boſom, ſwell'd with Show'rs, 

A ſudden Storm the purple Ocean ſweeps, 

Drives the wild Waves, and toſſes all the Deeps. 

Or, as a Weſtern Whirlwind, charg'd with Storms, 

Diſpells the gather'd Clouds that Nous forms; 

The Guſt, continu'd, violent and ſtrong, 

Rolls ſable Clouds in Heaps on Heaps along: 

Now to the Skies the foaming Billows rears, 

Now breaks the Surge, and wide the Bottom bares: 

Thus raging Hector with reſiſtleſs Hands, 

O'erturns, confounds, and ſcatters all their Bands. Pope Hom, 
He, like a Whirlwind, toſs'd the ſcatt'ring 'Throng, 

Mingled the Troops, and drove the Field along. 

So 'midſt the Dogs and Hunters daring Bands, 

Fierce of his Might, a Boar or Lion ſtands: 

Arm'd Foes around a dreadful Circle form, 

And hiſſing Jav'lins rain an Iron Storm: 

His Pow'rs untam'd their bold Aflaults defy, 

And where he turns, the Rout diſperſe or die: 

He foams, he glares, he bounds againſt them all, 

And if he falls, his Courage makes him fall. Pope Hom. 
As when a Torrent, ſwell'd with wintry Rains, 

Pours from the Mountains o'er the delug'd Plains, 

And Pines and Oaks, from their Foundation torne, 

A Country's Ruin! to the Seas are borne. 

Thus he o'erwhelms the yielding Throng : 

Men, Stecds and Chariots roll in Heaps along. 

Loud Groans proclaim his Progreſs chro' the i'!ain, 

And deep Scamander {wells with Heaps of Slain. 

His Sword deforms the beauteous Ranks of Fight. 
Sill ſlaught'ring on the King of Men proceeds: 

The diſtant Army wonders at his Deeds. 

As when the Winds with raging Flames conſpire, 

And o'er the Foreſts roll the Flood of Fire, 
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In blazing Heaps the Groves old Honours fall, 
And one refulgent Ruin levels all: 

Betore Atrides' Rage ſo finks the Foe; 

Whole Squadrons vaniſh, and proud Heads lie low : 
The Steeds fly trembling from his waving Sword, 
And many a Car, now lighted of its Lord, 

Wide o'er the Field with guideleſs Fury rolls, 
Breaking their Ranks, and cruſhing out their Souls, 
And now the Combat bleeds : | 

The Horſe and Foot in mingled Deaths unite, 

And Groans of Slaughter mix with Shouts of Fight. 
Mean while, on ev'ry Side around the Plain, 

Piſpers'd, diſorder'd fly the Trojan Train. 

So flies a Herd of Beeves, that hear, diſmay'd, 

The Lion roaring thro' the Midnight Shade. 

On Heaps they tumble with ſuccelsleſs Haſte ; 

The Savage ſeizes, draws and rends the laſt. 

Not with eſs Fury ſtern Atrides flew, 

Still preſs'd the Rout, and {till the hindmoſt flew. 

Hurl'd from their Cars the braveſt Chiefs are kill'd, 

And Rage and Death and Carnage load the Field. PopeFom. 


FIGHTING at Sea. See Battle. Duel. War. 
The Ships wide Caves collected Vengeance bear, 
Turgid with Death, and prominent with War, Blac. 
Now they begin the Tragick Play, 
And with their imoaky Cannon baniſh Day. 
At the firſt Shock, with Blood and Powder ſtain'd, 
Nor Heav'n, nor Sea, their former Face retain'd. 
Fury and Art produce Effects ſo ſtrange, 
They trouble Nature, and her Viſage change. 
Night, Horror, Slaughter, with Confuſion meets, 
And in their ſable Arms embrace the Fleets. 
Thro' yielding Planks the angry Bullets fly, 
And of one Wound Hundreds together die: 
Born under diff'rent Stars, one Fate they have, 
The Ship their Coffin, and the Sea their Grave; 


The Sea that bluſh'd with Blood. Wall. 
Deform'd Deſtruction, and wild Horror ride 
In fearful Pomp upon the Crimſon Tide. Blac, 


The wond'ring Skies with foreign Lightning ſhone, 
And rung with Peals of Thunder, not their own, Blac. 
The thund'ring Cannons, 
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With their loud Roar, the angry Seas aſſwage ; | 

Awe liſt' ning Winds, and calm their weaker Rage. Blac. 
'The —_— Foe with Indignation burns, - 

And Fire for Fire, and Peal for Peal, returns: 

Broadſide and Broadſide they together lie, 

And with alternate Deaths each other ply : 

With dreadful Noiſe the bellowing Cannon play, 

And mutual Wounds in mutual Fire convey : 

Roaring Deſtruction from their Veſſels broke, 

And pond'rous Deaths flew thick in Clouds of Smoke. Blac.. 
On either Side the Foe outrageous grew, 

And Deaths unſeen in dreadful Tempeſts flew : 

Peſtruction they exchange; by turns they give 

Exploded Ruin, and by turns receive. ; 

The Cannon's Roar did diſtant Regions ſcare, 

Shake all the Shores, and torture all the Air; 

With a ſtrange Tempeſt did becalm the Deep, 

Compoſe the Waves, and lay the Winds aſleep, Blac. 
Once 7eve from /da did both Hoſts ſurvey, 

And, when he pleas'd to thunder, part the Fray: 

Here Heav'n in vain that kind Retreat ſhould ſound: : 

The louder Cannon had the Thunder drown'd.g Vall. 
Vaſt Sheets of Flame, and pitchy Clouds ariſe, 

And burning Vomit ſpouts againſt the Skies ; 

Tempelts of Fire th' aſtoniſh'd Heav'ns annoy, 

Fierce as theſe Storms that from their Clouds deſtroy. Blac. 
Now Seas of Water mix'd with Seas of Elood, 

And crimfon Billows reek along the Flood: 

The halt-burnt Ships, which on the Ocean glide, 

With ignominious Wreck deform the Tide. Blac. 
The burning Ships the baniſh'd Sun ſupply, 

And no Light ſhines but that by which Men die. Vall. 
To the tall Maſts the raging Flame aſpires, 

And Neighbour ſits to Heav'n's contiguous Fires: 

Scorch'd Bodies, broken Malts, and ſmoaking Beams, 


Promiſcuous Ruin ! float along the Streams. Blac. 
Toft by a Whirlwind of tempeſtuous Fire, 

A thouſand Wretches in the Air expire. Den. 
Into the Waves ſome their pale Bodies throw, 

Ard fly from Death above to Death below. Rac. 


As th' Elm, which of its Arms the Ax bereaves, 
New Strength and Vigour from its Wounds receives: 
Their Rage by Loſs of Blood is kindled more; | 


Aud with their Gans, like Hurricaues, they roar, 
Like 
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Like Hurricanes, the knotted Oaks they tear, 

Scourge the vex'd Ocean, and torment the Air. 

Whilſt Earth, Air, Sea, in wild Confuſion hurl'd, 

With univerſal Wreck and Chaos threat the World, 

Such would the Noiſe be, ſhould this mighty All, 

Cruſh'd and confounded into Atoms fall. 

The Ships, which in magnificent Array, 

But juſt before did their proud Flags diſplay, 

And ſeem'd with —_— Deltiny to play; 

Now from our Rage, deſpoil'd of Rigging tow, 

Or burn, or up into the Air they blow. 

Thus a large Row of Oaks does long remain 

The Ornament and Shelter of the Flain : 

With their aſpiring Heads they reach the Sky, 

Their huge — I Arms the Winds defy : 

The Tempelt ſees their Strength, and ſighs, and paſſes by. 

When Joe, concern'd that they ſo high aſpire, 

Amongſt them ſends his own revenging Fire: 

Which does with diſmal Havock on them fall ; 

Burns ſome, and tears up ſome, but rends them all: 

From their dead Trunks their mangled Arms are torne, 

And from their Heads their ſcatter d Glories borne : 

Upon the Heath they blaſted ſtand, and bare; 

And thoſe, whom once they ſhelter*d, now they ſcare. Der, 
Amid the Main two mighty Fleets engage ; 

Their brazen Beaks oppos'd with equal Rage: 

Moving they fight, with Oars and forky Prows 

The Froth is gather'd, and the Water glows : 

It feems as if the Cyclades again 

Were rooted up, and juſtled in the Main ; 

Or floating Mountains, floating Mountains meet ; 

Such is the fierce Encounter of the Fleet. 

Fireballs are thrown, and pointed Jav'lins fly ; 

The Fields of Neptune take a purple Dye. Dryd. Virg 


FIRE. See Funeral. 
As when in Summer welcome Winds ariſe, 
The watchful Shepherd to the Foreſt flies, 
And fires the midmoſt Plants: Contagion ſpreads, 
And catching Flames infeſt the neigh ring Heads; 
Around the Foreſt flies the furious Blaſt, 
And all the leafy Nation ſinks at laſt, 
And Vulcan rides in Triumph o'er the Waſte, 
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The Paſtor pleas'd with his dire Victory, 
Beholds the ſatiate Flames in Sheets aſcend the Sky. Dry. Virg, 
The conq'ring Flames advance with lawleſs Pow'r, 
And with outrageous Heat the Trees devour. 
Ihe ſpreading Burning lays the Foreſt waſte, 
And ſooty Spoils lie ſmoaking where it paſs d. Blac. 
The Laurels crackle in the burning Fire, 
The frighted Sy/vans from their Shades retire. Dryd. Virg. 
For firſt the ſmouldring Flame the Trunk receives ; 
Aſcending thence it crackles in the Leaves: 
At length victorious to the Top aſpires, 
Involving all the Wood in = Fires: 
But moſt, when, driv'n by Winds, the flaming Storm, 
Of the long Files deſtroys the beauteous Form. Dryd. V irg. 
Thus when a Flood of Fire by Winds 1s born, 
Crackling it rolls, and mows the ſtanding Corn. DHd. Virg. 
The Flames were blown afide, (& Arc, 
Fann'd by the Winds, and gave a ruffled Light. Dryd. Pal. 
When ſtrong riſing Flames Reſiſtance find, 
Beat downwards by a leres impttuous Wind; 
The liquid Pyramids with Labour bend 
Their Tops, and ſink, ſtill ſtruggling to aſcend. Blac. 
If in Tome Town a Fire breaks out by chance, 
Th' impetuous Flames with lawleſs Pow'r advance ; 
On ruddy Wings the bright Deſtruction flies, 
Follow'd with Ruin and amazing .: 
The flaky Plague ſpreads ſwiftly with ...2 Wind, 
And ghaſtly Deſolation howls behind. Blac. 
| The crackling Flames appear on high, 
And driving Sparkles dance along the My 
Driv'n on the Wings of Winds whole Sheets of Fire, 
Thro' Air tranſported, to the Roofs aſpire : 
With Vulcan's Rage the riſing Winds conſpire. Dry. Virg. 
Ships on Fire, See Fighting at Sea. | 
The kindled Vengeance rears its dreadful Head, 
And all around Z#?nean Terrors ſpread. 
With diſmal Wings the crackling Flames ariſe, 
Shoot out their ruddy Tongues, and lick the Skies; 
The airy Region ſhines with hideous Light ; 
And horrid Day diſpels leſs horrid Night. 
A dreadful Outery on the Deep began ; 
Ships fell on Ships, Galleys on Galleys ran ; 
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Rigging with Rigging met, and Maſt with Maſt, 
And Sails with fatal Friendſhip Sails embrac'd. 
With fruitleſs Toil the Crew oppole the Flame; Ra 


No Art can now the ſpreading Miſchief tame : W 
Some choak'd and ſmother'd did expiring lie, | Ar 
Burn with their Ships, and on the Waters fry : 'Fl 
Some, when the Flames could be no more withſtood, W 
By wild Deſpair directed, midſt the Flood W 
Themſelves in haſte from their tall Veſſels threw, Su 
And from a dry to liquid Ruin flew. Ty T1 
Sad Choice of Death | when thoſe who ſhun the Fire, A 


Muſt to as fierce an Element retire. 

Uncommon Suff rings did theſe Wretches wait: 
Both burnt and drown'd, they met a double Fate. 
What ghaſtly Ruin then deform'd the Deep ! 
Here glowing Planks, and flaming Ribs of Oak: 
Here ſmoaking Beams, and Maſts in ſunder broke; 

Nor Coal entirely, nor entirely Wood, 


Roll on the Billows, and pollute the Flood, Fl 
Here gilded Sterns, there ample Lanthorns float, A 
And curious Shapes by Maſter-Carvers wrought. 
There half-burnt Lions on the Water grin, It 
And ſooty Leopards loſe their ſpotted Skin. U 
The gazing Fiſh are all amaz'd to ſee if 
The Monſters of the Foreſt ſwim the Sea. I lac, 0 
The Flame, unſtop'd at firſt, more Fury gains, 
And Vulcan rides at large with looſen'd Reins ; T 
Triumphant to the painted Sterns he ſoars, A 
And ſeizes in his way the Banks and crackling Oars. I 
A Storm of Sparkles and of Flames ariſe, T 
Nor will the raging Fires their Fury ceaſe ; r 
But lurking in the Seams with ſeeming Peace, r 
Work on their way amid the ſmould'ring Low, W 
Sure in Deſtruction, but in Motion flow. 1 
The ſilent Plague thro' the green Timber eats, 4 


And vomits out a tardy Flame by Fits. 

Down to the Keels, and upward to the Sails, 

The Fire deſcends, or mounts; but ſtill prevails: 

Not Buckets pour'd, nor Strength of Human Hand, 

Can the victorious Element withſtand, 

Or ſtop the fiery Peſt. Dryd. Virg. 
The Billows from the kindling Prow retire ; 

Pitch, Roſin, Scar-wood, on red Wings aſpire ; (Ovid. 

And Vulcan on the Seas exerts his Attribute of Fire. ITY 
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FIRE-WORKS. 

Before th' Imperial Palace tow'ring ſtood 
Rare Works of Fire, incas'd in painted Wood; 
Whoſe rival Glories did to Heav'n ariſe, 
And Earth-born Thunder run along the Skies. 
The Heav'ns amaz'd, with borrow'd Luſtre ſhone, 
With Lights and Meteors of a Race unknown, 
With foreign Stars, as thick and ſplendid as their own, 
Such Noiſe, ſuch Flames fill'd all the ambient Air, 
The very Triumph ſeem'd another War, 
And with the dreadful Joy did all the People ſcare. B/ac. 


FIRMAMENT. See Creation. 
FISH. See Creation, Muſe. 


FLATTERY. 
Give me Flattery, 
Flatt'ry the Food. of Courts, that I may rock him, 
And lull him in the Down of his Defires. Beaum. Rol. 
No Flattery, Boy ! an honeſt Man can't hve by't : 
t is a little ſneaking Art, which Knaves 
Uſe to cajole and ſoften Fools withal. 
f thou haſt Flattery in thy Nature, out with it; 
Or ſend it to a Court; for there twill thrive. Oz, Orp. 
Tis next to Money current there; 

To be ſeen daily in as many Forms, 
As there are Sorts of Vanities and Men. 
The ſyperſtitious Stateſman has his Sneer, 
To ſmooth a poor Man off, who cannot bribe him : 
The grave dull Fellow of ſmall Buſineſs ſooths 
The 1 {ſvmouriſt, and will needs admire his Wit. 
Who without Spleen could ſee a hot-brain'd Atheiſt 
Thanking a ſurly Doctor for his Sermon? 
Or a grave Counſellor meet a ſmooth young Lord, 
Squeeze him by th' Hand, and praiſe his good Complexion ? 


Jos: Orpb. 
There, like a Statue thou haſt ſtood beſieg' 
By Sycophants and Fools, the Growth of Courts: 
Where thy gull'd Eyes, in all the gawdy Round, 
Met nothing but a Lie in ev'ry Face; 
And the groſs Flatt'ry of a gaping Croud, 
Envious who firſt ſhould catch, and firſt applaud 
The Stuff, or Royal Nonſenſe. When I ſpoke, M 
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My honeſt homely Words were carp'd and cenſur'd, 

For want of courtly Style: Related Actions, 

Tho' modefily reported, paſs'd for Boaſts ; 

Secure of Merit, if I aſk'd Reward, 

Thy hungry Minions thought their Rights invaded, 

And the bread ſnatch'd from Pimps and Paraſites. Dr. Don Seb. 
Nay, do not think I flatter : 

For what Advancement may I hope from thee ? 

Thou no Revenue haſt but thy good Spirits, 

Jo feed and clothe thee. Why ſhould the Poor be flatter'd? 

No, let the candy'd Tongue lick abſurd Pomp, 

And crook the pregnant Hinges of the Knee, | 

Where Gain may follow Feigning. Shak. Hanl, 

Nothing miſ-becomes 

The Man that would be thought a Friend, like Flattery : 

Flatt'ry, the meaneſt Kind ot baſe Diſſembling, 

And only us'd to catch the groſſeſt Fools. Row. Amb. Ste, 


FLOOD. See Deluge. 
Thus Deluges, deſcending on the Plains, 
Sweep o'er the yellow Year, deſtroy the Pains 
Of lab'ring Oxen, and the Peaſant's Gains ; 
Unroot the Foreſt Oaks, and bear away | 
Flocks, Folds, and Trees, an undiſtinguiſh'd Prey. 
The Shepherd climbs the Cliff, and fees from far 
The waſteful Ravage of the wat'ry War. Dryd. Vitg. 
Not with ſo fierce a Rage the foaming Flood 
Roars, when he finds his rapid Courſe withſtood ; 
Bears down the Dams with unreſiſted Sway, 
And ſweeps the Cattle and the Cots away. Dryd. Virg. 
The fruitful Nie 
Flow'd ere the wonted Seaſon, with a Torrent 
So unexpected, and ſo wond'rous fierce, 
That the wild Deluge overtook the Haſte 
Ev'n of the Hinds that watch'd it, Men and Beaſts 
Were borne upon the Tops of Trees that grow 
On th' utmoſt Margin of the Water- Mark; 
Then with ſo ſwift an Ebb the Flood drove backward, 
It ſlipp'd from underneath the ſcaly Herd: 
Here monſtrous Phocz panted on the Shore; 
Forſaken Dolphins there, with their broad Tails 
Lay laſhing the departing Waves: Hard by em, 
Sea-Horſes flound ring in the flimy Mud, All for Lee. 
'T ofs'd up their Heads, and daſh'd the Ooze about em. * 
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The flowing Water,o'er the. V ſpreads, 
And with a welcome Tide regales the Meads, 
Each joyful Field, careſs'd by fruitful Streams, 
With verdant Births and gay Conceptions teems. lac. 


FLOWERS. See Bluh. Bower, Corps. Garden. Noon, 
+ +%,' Arete 
Within the Chambers of the Globe they ſpy 
The Beds where ſleeping Vegetables lie; 
Till the glad Summons of a genial Ray. - 
Unbind the Glebe, and call them out to Day. 
Hence Pancies trick themſelyes in various Hae, 
And hence Jonquils derive their fragrant Dew: 
Hence the Carnation and the baſhful Roſe, 
Their Virgin-Bluſhes to the Morn diſcloſe : 
Hence the chaſte Lilly riſes to the Light, 
Unveils her ſnowy Breaſt, and charms the Sight : 
Hence Arbors are with twining Greens array d, | 
T' oblige complaining Lovers with their Shade. Gar. 
Vou took her up a little tender Flower, | 
Juſt ſprouted on a Bank, which the next Froſt 
Had nipt; and with a careful loving Hand 
Tranſplanted her into your own fair Garden, 
Where the Sun always ſhines ; There long ſhe flouriſh'd, 
Grew ſweet to Senſe, and lovely to the Eye ; 
Till at the laſt a cruel Spoiler came, 
Cropt this fair Roſe, and rifled all its Sweetneſs ; 
Then caſt it, like a loathſome Weed, away. Ot. Orph. 
Theſe Flowers laſt but for a little Space, 
A ſhort-liv'd Good, and an uncertain Grace. 
This Way and that the feeble Stem is driv'n; 
Weak to ſuſtain the Storms and Injuries of Heav'n. 
Prop'd by the Spring, it lifts aloft the Head ; 
But of a ſickly Peauty, ſoon to ſhed, 
In Summer living, and in Winter dead. 
For Things of tender Kind, for Pleaſure made, 
Shoot up with ſwift Increaſe, and ſudden are decay'd. Dryd. 
(The Flower and the Leaf. 
All Flowers will droop in Abſence of the Sun, 
That wak'd their Sweets. 2 Dryd. Auren, 
Such on the Ground the fading Roſe we ſee, 
By ſome rude Blaſt torn from the Parent Tree, 
The Daffodil ſo leans his languid Head, 
Newly mown down upon his graſſy Bed: _ 
0? 
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Tho' from the Earth no more Supplies they gain, 
The ſplendid Form, in part, and lovely Hue . Blu, 
Farewel, ye Flow'rs, whoſe Buds with early Care 
I watch'd, and to the chearful Sun did rear. 


Who now ſhall bind your Stems 7 Or, when you fall, I 8 
With Fountain Streams your fainting Souls recall? Dr4 


( State of Im, op 

FOGS. See Chuds. Mit. T 

| Thick Damps and lazy Fogs ariſe | 

And with their fluppgiſh Treaſures clog the Skies: Hi 

Some from dark Caverns far remote from Day, 2 

From each embowel'd Mount and hollow Vault, N: 
Crude Exhalations and raw Vapours brought. A 

.. Some from deep Quagmires, Ponds, and ſedgy Moors, rp 
Drive the dull Reeks, and ſhove the haizy Stores. p 

To their appointed Station they repair, <4 

And with their heavy Wings encau:ber all the Air: G, 


The pond'rous Night's impenetrable Steams 
"Exclude the San, and choak his brighteſt Beams. Blu, WY , 


FON D. See Love. Marriage. Want. 
Fonder than Mothers to their firſt born Joys. Ogi 
| O O ſhe dotes on him! 7. 
Feeds on his Looks; eyes him, as pregnant Women (Bag. 
Gaze at the precious things their Souls are ſet on. Lee Ca. 
She would hang on him, 


As if Increaſe of Appetite had grown T 

By what it fed on. Shak. Han. N 
Let me not live, C 

If the young Bridegroom, longing for his Night, 

Was ever half ſo fond. Dryd. All for Lev. 
joy more in thee, F. 


Than did thy Mother when ſhe hugg'd thee firſt, 
And bleſs'd the Gods for all her Travail paſt. Otto. Ven. Pri. 
So the ſoft Mother, tho' the Babe be dead, 
Will have the Darling on her Boſom laid ; 
Win talk and rave, and with the Nurſes firive ; 
And fond it fill, as if it were alive; 
Knows it muſt go, yet ſtruggles with the Croud, 
And ſhrieks to ſee them wrap it in the Shroud. 
5 (Lee Luc. Jun. Brut 
FOOL. See Fortune. 
Some took him for a Tool 


That Knaves do work wich, call'd a Fool. 2 
ools 
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Fool. Foreſt. Fortitude. 235 
Fools are known by looking wiſe, _ 
As Men find Woodcocks by their Eyes. Hud. 
Fortune takes care that Fools ſhould fill be ſeen: 
She places them aloft o th top moſt Spoke 
Of all her Wheel. Fools are the daily Work 
Of Nature, her Vocation : If ſhe form 
A Man, ſhe loſes by't; tis too expenſive; _ | 
'Twould-make ten Fools: A Man's a Prodigy. Dryd. Oedip. 
He was a Fool thro' Choice, not want of Wit. 4 
His Foppery, without the Help of Senſe, _ 
Could ne'er have riſen to ſuch an Excellence: 
Nature's as lame in making a true Fp, 
As a Philoſopher : The very Top 
And Dignity of Folly we attain 
By ſtudious Search and Labour of the Brain; 
By Obſervation, Counſel, and deep Thought: * 
God never made a Coxcomb worth a Grat. 
We owe that Name to Induſtry and rt - . + 
An eminent Fool mul be a Man of Parts. 8 Rock. 
For Fools are double Fools, endeavouring tobe wiſe. Dryg. 
| ( Hind. and Pas. 
And Folly as it grows in Years © * 
The more extravagant appears. N Hud. 


9 6. 18 WB of 
There ſtood a Foreſt on a Mountain's Brow, 
That overlook'd the ſhaded Plain below : :- 
No ſounding Ax preſum'd thoſe Trees to bite ; 5 
Coeval with the World, a venerable Sight! (Did. Ovid. 
Black was the Foreſt, thick with Beech it ſtood, 
Horrid with Fern, and intricate with Thorn; 
Few Paths of human Feet, or Tracks of Beaſts were worn. 


| Dryd. Virg. 
FORTIT U PE. ( 
Reſign'd in ev'ry State, 
Wich Patience bear, with Prudence puſh your Fate: 
By ſuff'ring well, our Fortune we ſubdue; 
Fly when ſhe frowns, and when ſhe calls purſue. Dryd. Virg. 
Endure and conquer; Jede wilt ſoon diſpoſe 
To future Good our paſt and preſent Woes : 
Reſume your Courage, and difmiſs your Care; 
An Hour will come with Pleaſure to relate 
Your Sorrows paſt, as Benefits of Fate. 


Endure 
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Endure the Hardſhips of your preſent State; his 
Live, and reſerve yourſelves for better Fate. Did Vin 

But thou, ſecure of Soul, unbent with Woes, 
The more thy Fortune frowns, the more oppoſe 

No Terrour to my View, 

No frightful Face of Danger can be new, 
Inur'd to ſuffer, and reſolv'd to dare; Ded. Vir, 
The Fates without my Pow'r, ſhall be without my Care, 

Nor am J leſs, e'en in this deſpicable Now, Lies 
Than when my Name fill'd riet with Aﬀrights, (. Hor 
And froze your Hearts beneath the Torrid Zone. Dry, Du And 


Dejected! No, it never ſhall be ſaid, But 
That Fate had Pow'r upon a Spartan Soul: And 
My Mind on its own Centre ſtands unmov'd, Bou 
And ſtable, as the Fabrick of the World, Lik 
Propt on itſelf. Still I am Cleomenes : The 
I * the Battle bravely which I loſt ; Or 
And loſt it but to Macedonians, Or 

The Succeſſors of thoſe who conquer'd Aa. Do 
*Twas for a Cauſe too ! ſuch a Cauſe I fought ! In 

' Unbounded Empire hung upon my Sword. V 
Greece, like a lovely Heifer, ſtood in View, To 
To ſee the rival Bulls each other gore; Is t 
But wiſh'd the Conqueſt mine. Th 

I fled; and yet I languiſh not in Exile ; But 
But here in Egypt whet my blunted Horns, An 


And meditate new Fights, and chew my Loſs. Dryd. Clem. 
My Mind cannot be chang'd by Place or Time : 

The Mind is its own Place, and in itfelf 

Can make a Heav'n of Hell, a Hell of Heav'n. Milt, 
E'en Time, that changes All, yet changes us in vain: 

The Body, not the Mind : nor can controul 

Th' immortal Vigour or abate the Soul. Dryd. Firg 

| What tho' the Field be loit, 

All is not loſt !] th' unconquerable Will, 

And Study of Revenge ;-immortal Hate, 

And Courage never to ſubmit or yield ; 

And what is elſe not to be overcome ? 

That Glory never ſhall his Wrath or Might 

Extort from me. To bow, and ſue for Grace 

With ſuppliant Knee, and deify his Power, 

Who from the Terror of this Arm ſo late 

Doubted his Empire ; that were low indeed, 
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hat were an Ignominy and Shame beneath 
his Downfal. 
Vir, Empire o'er the Sea and Main, 
Heav'n that gave, can take again : 
But a Mind that's truly brave, 
Stands deſpiſing 
Storms ariſing; 
vin And can ne'er be made a Slave. Dryd. Alb. Alban, 
re, In ſtruggling with Misfortunes 
Lies the true Proof of Virtue: On {ſmooth Seas 
$4, How many bawble Boats dare ſet their Sails, 
' Da And make an equal Way with firmer Veſlels ? 
But let the Tempeſt once enrage the. Sea, 
And then behold the ſtrong-ribb'd Argo/ie 
Bounding between the Ocean and the Air, 
Like Per/eus mounted on his Pegaſus : 
Then where are thoſe weak Rivals of the Main ? 
Or to avoid the Tempeſt fled to Port, 
Or made a Prey to Neptune. Even thus 
Do empty Show and true priz'd Worth divide 
In Storms of Fortune. Shak. & Dryd. Troil. & Crefſ. 
With ſuch unſhaken Temper of the Soul 
To bear the ſwelling Tide of proſp'rous Fortune, 
s to deſerve that Fortune. In Adverſity 
The Mind grows rough by buffeting the Tempeſt ; 
But, in Succeſs diflolving, finks to Eaſe, 
And loſes all her Firmneſs. Rowe T amerl, 
leon. Thou haſt been 
As one in ſuffering all that ſuffers nothing: 
A Man who Fortune's Buffets and Rewards 
Wilt, BY Has ta'en with equal Thanks: And bleft are they 
f Whoſe Blood 7 adgment mingled are ſo well, 
That they are not a Pipe for Fortune's Finger, 
ig. Lo ſound what Stop ſhe pleaſe. Shak. Hamlet. 
But who, like thee, can boaſt a Soul ſedate, 
S0 firmly Proof to all the Shocks of Fate ? 
Thy Force, like Steel, a temper'd Hardneſs ſhews, 
Still edg'd to wound, and ſtill untir'd with Blows : 
Like Steel up-lifted by ſome ſtrenuous Swain, | 
With falling Woods to ſtrew the waſted Plain. Pope Hom. 
Let Fortune empty her whole Quiver on me, 
| have a Soul, that like an ample Shield, | | 
Can take in all, and Verge enough for more, 4 5 
ate 


— 
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Fate was not mine, nor am I Fate's ; | Or 
Souls know no Conquerors. Dryd. Den $4, NW.I 

We wage unequal War, 

With Men unconquer'd in the liſted Field; \ 
Or conquer'd, yet unknowing how to yield, Dry. Vir, Thi 
So tho' leſs worthy Stones are drown'd by Night, Pai 
The faithful Di'mond keeps his native Light; he 
And is oblig'd to Darkneſs for a Ray, Thi 
That would be more oppreſs'd than help'd by Day. Ce, Ms:, 
Whate'er betides, by Deſtiny 'tis done, - The 
And better bear like Men, than vainly ſeek to ſhun. DN MW 7 
: Pal. & Arc, Th 
But Hudibrat, who ſcorn'd to ſtoop ] 
To Fortune, or be ſaid to droop, Fat 
Chear'd up himſelf with Ends of Verſe, 8 
And Sayings of Philoſophers: 


Quoth he, 

] am not now in Fortune's Power, 

He that is down, can fall no lower: 
And as we fee th' eclipſed Sun, 

By Mortals 1s more gaz'd upon, 

Than when adorn'd with all his Light, 
He ſhines in ſerene Sky molt bright: 
So Valour in a low Eſtate 

Is moſt admir'd and wonder'd at. 

As Beards, the nearer that they tend 
To th Earth, ſtill grow more reverend ; 
And Cannons ſhoot the higher Pitches, 
The lower we let down their Breeches : 
I'll make this low dejected State 
Advance me to a greater Height. Hud, 


FORTUNE. See Fate. Foal. Viciſſitude. 
On high, where no hoarſe Winds nor Clouds reſort, 

The hood-wink'd Goddeſs keeps her partial Court. 
Upon a Wheel of Amethyſt ſhe fits; x 
Gives and reſumes, and ſmiles. and frowns by fits. 
In this till Labyrinth around her lie 
Spells, Philtreg, Globes and Schemes of Palmiſtry. 
A Sigil in this Hand the Gipſy bears, | 
In th' other a prophetick Sieve and Shears. . Gar, 

O Fortune, 2 like all thy treach'rous Kind 
But faithleſs Rill, and wax' ring as the Wind? 
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O painted Monſter, form'd Mankind to cheat 

With pleaſing Poiſon, and with ſoft Deceit. p 2 you 
Where Nature has deny'd, her Favours 3 - 

'Tis ſhe that gives, (ſo mighty is her Power |) 

Faith to the Jene, Complexion to the Moor. 

che is the Wretch's Wiſh, the Rook's Pretence, 

The Sluggard's Eaſe, the Coxcomb's Providence: 

Souls heav'nly born her faithleſs Boons defy ; 

The Brave is to himſelf a Deity Gar. 
F,*1une a Goddeſs is to Fools alone; f 

The Wiſe are always Maſters of their own. J. Dryd. Jun. Juv. 
Fortune was never worſhipp'd by the Wiſe, 

Fat ſet aloft by Fools, uſurps the Skies. Dryd. Juv, 
She for her Pleaſure can her Fools advance, 

And toſs em top- moſt on the Wheel of Chance. Dryd. Juv. 
Fortune ! made up of Toys and Impudence, 

Thou common Jade, that haſt not common >»enſe ! 

But, fond of Bus' neſs, inſolently dares 

Pretend to rule, and ſpoil the World's Affairs. 

She flutt'ring up and down, her Favours throws 

On the next met, not minding what ſhe does, 

Nor why, nor whom ſhe helps or injures, knows. 

Sometimes ſhe ſmiles, then like a Fury raves, 

And ſeldom truly loves but Fools or Knaves. 

Let her love whom ſhe pleaſe, I ſcorn to woo her; 

While ſhe ſtays with me I'll be civil to her; 

But if ſhe offer once to move her Wings, 

11 fling her back all her vain gugaw things; 

ind arm'd with Virtue, will more glorious ſtand, 

han if the Bitch ſtill bow'd at my Command. 

Ill marry Honeſty, tho' ne'er ſo poor, 

Rather than follow ſuch a blind dull Whore. Buck, 
Fortune's a Miſtreſs that with Caution's kind, 

Knows that the Conſtant merit her alone: ( Carl. 

hey, who tho” ſhe ſeem froward, yet court on. Otw. Don 

Were ſhe a common Miſtreſs, kind to all, (Orb. 

ger Work would ceaſe, and half the World grow idle. Ota. 

When Fortune means to Men moit Good, 
ue looks upon them with a threat'ning Eye. Shak. K. Jobn. 
Fortune, that with malicious Joy 
Does Man, her Slave, opprelſs ; 
Proud of her Office to deſtroy, 
Is ſeldom pleas'd to bleſs. 


Still 


Fortune. 


Still various, and inconſtant ſtill, 
But with an Inclination to be ill; 
Promotes, degrades, delights in Strife, 
And makes a Lottery of Life. 
I can enjoy her while ſhe's kind ; 
But when q dances in the Wind, 
And ſhakes her Wings, and will not ſtay, 
Il puff the Proſtitute away. 
The little or the much ſhe gave is quietly reſign'd : 
Content with Poverty, my Soul I arm; 
And Virtue, tho' in Rags, will keep me warm. 
| What is't to me, 
Who never ſail in her unfaithful Sea, 
If Storms ariſe, and Clouds grow black, 
If the Maſt ſplit, and threaten Wreck? 
Then let the greedy Merchant fear 
For his ill gotten Gain, 
And pray to Gods that will not hear, 
While the debating Winds and Billows bear 
| His Wealth into the Main, 
For me, ſecure from Fortune s Blows,. 
Secure of what I cannot loſe, 
In my ſmall Pinnace I can fail, 
Contemning all the eng abay Roar; 
And running with a merry Gale, 
With friendly Stars my Safety ſeek 
Within ſome little winding Creek, 
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And ſee the Storm aſhore. Dryd Her. 
Good Fortune that comes ſeldom, comes more welcome. Ded. 
Whole Fortune is not fitted to his Will. (Oedip. 


Too great or little, is uneaſy ſtill: 

Our Shoes and Fortunes ſure are much ally'd, 
We limp in ſtrait, and ſtumble in the wide. Staff. Her. 
O Mortals ! blind in Fate, who never know 
To bear high Fortune, or endure-the low ! Did. Vitg. 

Pleaſure a been the Bus'neſs of my Life, 

And every Change of Fortune eaſy to me, 

Becauſe I ſtill was eaſy to myſelf. Dryd. Don Seb. 

In all my Wars Good Fortune flew before me; 

Sublime I ſat in Triumph on her Wheel. Dryd. Don Seb. 
Fortune came ſmiling to my Youth, and woo'd it; 

And purpled Greatzins met my ripen'd Years. 

When firſt I came to Empire, I was borne 

On Tides of People croudipg to my Triumphs: 


The 
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The Wiſh of Nations, and the willing World 
Receiv'd me as its Pledge of future Peace : 
[ was ſo great, ſo happy, ſo belov'd, 
Fate could not ruin me; till I took pains, 
And work'd againſt my Fortune; chid her from me, 
And turn'd her looſe, yet {till ſhe came again. 
My careleſs days, and my luxurious Nights | 
At length have wearied her; and now the 's gone, 
Gone, gone, divorc'd for ever. 
Fortune is Cæſar's now, and what am I? 
Oh! I am now ſo ſunk from what I was, 
Thou find'ſ me at my loweſt Water-mark : 
The Rivers, that ran in and rais'd my Fortunes, 
Are all dry'd up, or take another Courſe, 
What I have left is from my native Spring; 
I've fill a Heart that ſwells in ſcorn of Fate, 
And lifts me to my Banks, 
Giutton of Fortune thy devouring Youth 
Has ſtarv'd thy wanton Age. Dryd. All for Love. 
Ay me! What Perils do in inviron 
The Man that medd!es with cold Iron ? 
What plaguy Miſchieſs and Miſ-haps 
Do dog him ſtill with After-claps ! 
For tho' Dame Fortune ſeem to fmile, 
And leer upon him tor a while : 
She'll after ſhew him, in the nick 
Of all his Honours, a Dog-trick. 
For Hudibras, who thought h'ad won 
The Field as certain as a Gun; 
And having routed the whole Troop, 
With Victory was cock-a-hoop ; 
Found in few Minutes to his Colt, 
He did but count without his Hoſt; 
And that a Turn- ſtile is more certain, 
Than in Events of War Dame Fortune. Hud. 
Events are doubtful which on Battles wait ; 
But where's the Doubt to Souls ſecure of Fate? Dyyd. Virg. 
How hard *tis for the Proſperous to ſee 
That Fate, which waits on Pow'r and Victory! How. 
Tis better not to be, than be unhappy ! 
'Tis better not to be than to be Creon : 
A thinking Soul is Puniſhment enough ; 
But when tis great, like mine, and wretched too, 
Then ev'ry Thought draws Blood, 


*Vor. I. M My 


. Fortune. Fowl, 


My Soul's ill married to my Body: | 
I waeuld be young, be handſome, be beloy'd. 
Could I but breathe myſelf into Auraſus / 
Were but my Soul in Oedipus, 1 were a King! 
Then I had kill'd a Monſter! Gain'd a Battle! 
And had my Rival Pris'ner! Brave, brave Actions! 
Why have not I done theſe ? My fortune hinder'd: 
There's it: I have a Soul to do 'em all: 
But Fortune will have nothing done that's great, 
But by young handſome Fools! Body and Brawn 
Do all her Work: Hercules was a Fool! 
And ſtraight grew famous; a mad boiſt'rous Fool! 
Nay Worſe, a Woman's Fool. 
Fool is the Stuff of which Heav'n makes a Hero. Dad. 
| [ Spoken by Creon in Oedipus.] 
Nature meant me 
A Wife, a ſilly harmleſs houſhold Dove, 
Fond without Art, and kind without Deceit : 
But Fortune, that has made a Miſtreſs of me, 
Has thruſt me out to the wide World, unfurniſh*d (/r Love. 
Of Falſhood to be happy. [Spoken by Cleopatra. ] Dryd. All 
Why was I fram'd with this plain honeit Heart, 
Which knows not to diſguiſe its Griefs and Weakneſs: 
But bears its Workings outward to the World? 
Pm made a ſhallow-forded Stream, 
Seen to the Bottom: all my Clearneſs ſcorn'd, 
And all my Faults expos'd. Dryd. All for Love. 
Fate's dark Receſſes we can never find, 
But Fortune, at ſome Hours, to all is kind : 
'T he Lucky have whole Days, which till they chuſe; ¶ Lowe, 
y | b Unlucky have but Hours, and thoſe they loſe. Dry. Tyr. 
Who knows what changeful Fortune may produce? Dod. 


(Jing. 
4 F OW L. See Mercury. 
So ſpread upon a Lake, with upward myo 
A Plump of Fowl behold their Foe on hi 
They cloſe their trembling Troop, and all attend 
On whom the ſouſing Eagle will deſcend. Dryd. Theod. & 


See over-head a Flock of new-ſprung Fowl (Hon. 


Hangs in the Air, and does the Sun controul; 
Dark'ning the Sky they hover o'er, and ſhroud 
Ihe wanton Sailors with a feather'd Cloud. Wall. 


FREP 


de. 


From theſe inſulting Paſſions free: 
Yet we ev'n thoſe too fetter 


Fregdom. Friend. 
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FREEDOM. See Libor, 
Freedom the firſt Delight of human Kind ! Dryg. Per/: 
Freedom with Virtue takes her Seat, | 


Her proper Place, her only Scene 


Is in the golden Mean. 
She lives not with the Poor, nor with the Great. 
The Wings of thoſe Necefity has clipt, 
And they're in Fortune's Bridcawvel whipt, 
To the laborious Taſk of Bread: 
Theſe are by various Tyrants captive led, 

Now wild Ambition, with imperious Force, 

Rides, reins, and ſpurs them, like th'unruly Horſe : 
And ſervile Av rice yoaks them now, 

Like toilſome Oxen, to the Plough : 

And ſometimes Luft, like the miſguiding Light, 
Draws them thro? all the Labyrinths of Night. 

If any few among the Great there be 


d ſee 


By Cuſtom, Bus'neſs, Crowds, and formal Decency. 
And whereſoe'er they ſtay, and whereſoe'er they go, 
Impertinences round them flow. 


Theſe are the ſmall uneaſy things, 


Which about Greatneſs ſtill are found, 


And rather it moleſt than wound: 


Like Gnats, which too much Heat of Summer brings : 
But Cares do ſwarm there too, and thoſe have Stings. Consol. 


FRIEN D. 


I had a Friend that lov'd me : 


I was his Soul: he liv'd not but in me: 


We were ſo clos*d within each other's Breaſt, 

The Rivets were not found that join'd us firit 
That do not reach us yet: We were ſo mix'd, 

As meeting Streams ; both to ourſelves were loſt, 
We were one Maſs, we could not give or take, 
But from the ſame ; for he was I; I, He: 


For 


If I have any Joy when thou art abſent, 
| regs it to myſelf: Methinks I rob 


Thee of thy Part. 


thou art all ! 


M 2 


Return my better Half, and give me all myſelf, 


Dry. All for Love. 
Thon 
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Thou Brother of my Choice: A Band more ſacred 


Than Nature's brittle Tie. By holy F riendſhip, 


Glory and Fame ſtood ſtill for thy Arrival; 
My Soul ſeem'd wanting of its better Half, 
And languiſh'd for thy Abſence ; like a Prophet 


That waits the Inſpiration of its God. Rowe Tam, 


Art thou not half myſelf ? 

One Faith has ever bound us, and one Reaſon 

Guided our Wills. Rowe Fair Pen, 
Thus from our Infancy we hand in hand 

Have trod the Path of Life in Love together : 

One Bed has held us; and the ſame Deſires, 

The ſame Averſions ſtill imploy'd our Thoughts. 

Whene'er had I Friend that was not Polydor's, 

Or Polyder a Foe that was not mine? Otau. Orph, 

Who knows the Joys of Friendſhip ? 

The Truſt, Security, and mutual Tenderneſs ? 

The double Joys, where each is glad for both ? 

Friendſhip our _y Wealth, our laſt Retreat and Strength, 

Secure againſt ill Fortune and the World. Rowe Fair Pen. 
Neither has any thing he calls his own, 

But of each other's Joys as Griefs partaking : 

So very honeſtly, ſo well they love, 

As they were only for each other born. Otw. Orpb. 
They both were Servants, they both Princes were. 


If any Joy to one of them was ſent, 


It was moſt his to whom it leaſt was meant: 

And Fortunes Malice betwixt both was croſs'd; 

For ſtriking one, it wounded th*other moſt. Cowl, 
Then Th:/eus, join'd with bold Pirithous, came, 


A fingle Concord in a double Name. Dryd. Ovid, 


Their Love in early Infancy began, 

And roſe as Childhood — into Man: 

Companions of the War; and lov'd ſo well, 

That when one dy'd, as antient Stories tell, 

His Fellow, to redeem him, went to Hell. Dry. Pal. & Arc. 
There have been fewer Friends on Earth than Kings. Cow!. 
Friendihip, of itſelf a holy Tie, 

Is made more ſacred by Adverſity. Dryd. Hind. & Panth, 
A gen'rous Friendſhip, no cold Medium knows; 

Burns with one Love, with one Refentment glows : 

One ſhould our Int'reſts and our Paſſions be; 

My Friend muſt hate the Man that injures me. Pope Hen. 


The 
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The Friends thou haſt, and their —.— try'd, 
Grapple them to thy Soul with * of Steel. Shak. Ham. 
ver note, Lucilius, — 
When Love begins to ſicken and decay, 
It uſes an enforced Ceremony. 
There are no Tricks in plain and fimple Faith: 
But hollow Men, like Horſes hot at hand, 
Make gallant Shew, and Promiſe of their Mettle; 
But when they ſhould endure the bloody Spur, 
They fall their Creſt, and like deceitful Jades, 
Sink in the Trial. Shak. Jul. Ce). 
Preteftations of Friendſhip. 
'Tis not indeed my Talent to engage 
In lofty Trifles, or to ſwell my Page 
With Wind and Noiſe; but freely to impart, 
As to a Friend, the Secrets of my Heart : 
And in familiar Speech to let thee know 
How much I love thee, and how much I owe. 
Knock on my Heart, for thou haſt Skill to find { 
If it be folid, or be fill'd with Wind; 
Andthro* the Veilof Words thou view'ſt the naked Mind. 
For this a hundred Voices I deſire, | 
To tell thee what a hundred Tongues would tire; 
Yet never can be worthily expreſs'd, | 
How deeply thou art ſeated in my Breaſt ! Drya. Per/. 
Oh! thour't ſo near my Heart, that thou may'ſt ſee n. Prei. 
Its Bottom; ſound its Strength and Firmneſs to thee. Otau. 
No Fate my vow'd Affection ſhall divide 
From thee, Heroick Vouth! Be wholly mine! 
Take full Poſſeſſion! All my Soul is thine ! 
One Faith, one Fame, one Fate ſhall both attend ; 
My Life's Companion, and my Boſom Friend! Dryd. Jing. 
But if ſome Chance, as many Chances are, 
And doubtful Hazards in the Deeds of War; 
If one ſhould reach my Head, there let it tall, 
And ſpare thy Life; I would not periſh All. Dryd. Virg. 


FR OS T. See inter. 


FR OWN. 
With hoſtile Frown, and Viſage all inflam'd. Dryd. 
Mark, my Sebaftian, how that ſullen Frown, 
Like flaſhing Light'ning, opens angry Heav'n, 
And while it kills, delights. Dryd. Don. Seb. 
93 All 
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| All theſe Wrongs 

Have never made me ſour my patient Cheek, 

Or bend one Wrinkle on my Face. . Shak, Rich. 2. 
As when two black Clouds, 

With Heav'n's Artillery fraught, come rattling on 

Over the Caſpian; then ſtand front to front, 

Hov'ring a Space, till Winds the Signal blow, 

To join their dark Encounter in mid Air: 

So trown'd the mighty Combatants. Mili. 

He parted frowning from me, as if Ruin 

Leap'd from his Eyes. So looks the chafed Lion 

Upon the daring Huntſman, who has gall'd him; 

s 2 Gon makes him nothing, Shak, Hen. 8. 


Roman FUN E RAL. 

Mean time the Rites and Fun'ral Pomps prepare, 
Due to your dead Companions of the War: 
The laſt Reſpect the Living can beſtow, 
To ſhield their Shadows from Contempt below. 
That conquer'd Earth be theirs, for which they fought, 
And which for us with their own Blood they bought, 

They raiſe the Piles along the winding Strand : 
Their Friends convey the Dead to Fun'ral Fires. 
Thence tkrice around the kindled Piles they go, 
Thrice Horie and Foot about the Fires are leck 
And thrice with loud Laments they hail the Dead. 
Tears tricklipg down their Breaſts, bedew the Ground; 
Ard Prams aud Trampe's mix their mourniul Sound, 
Avi ihe Blaze their pious Brethren throw 
The Spoils in Battle taken from the Foe : 
Helms, Bits embols'd, and Swords of ſhining Steel, 
One caſts a Target, one a Chariot-Wheel: 
Some to their Fellows their own Arms reſtore ; 

hie Fauchions, whic': in luckleſs Fight they bore : 
Their Bucklers pierc'd, their Darts beſtow'd in vain, 
And miver'd Lances, gather'd from the Plain, 
W..cie Herds of offer'd Bulls about the Fire, 
And briſtled Boars, and woolly Sheep expire. 
J. round the Piles a careful Troop attends, ; 
To watch the waſting Flames, and weep their burning 
Part in the Places, where they fell, are laid, (Friends, 
And Part are to the neighb'ring Fields convey'd. 
'The Corps of Kings, and Captains of Renown, 
Borne off in State, are bury'd in the Town: 
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The reſt unhonour'd, and without a Name, 
Are cat a common Heap to feed the Flame. 
Now had the Morning thrice renew'd the Light, 

And thrice diſpell'd the Shadows of the Night; 

When thoſe, who round the walted Flames remain, - 

perform the laſt ſad Office to the Slain. 

They rake the yet warm Aſhes from below; 

Theſe, and the Bones unburnd, in Earth beitow : 

Theſe Relicks with their Country's Rites they grace, 

And raiſe a Mount of Turf around the Place. Dryd. Frg. 

Mean while the Trojan Troops, with weeping Eyes, 

To dead Miſenus pay his Obſequies. 

In Altar-wite a ſtately Pile they rear, 

8. Of Pitch Frees, Oaks, and Pines, and unctuous Fir, 
The Baſis broad below, the Top advanc'd in Air: 

be Fabrick's Front with Cypreis Pigs they ſtrew, 

And fiick the Sides with Boughs of Laletul Yew; 

Ihe topmoſt Part his glitt'ring Arms adorn ; 
Yam Waters then, in brazen Cavldrons borne, 
Are pour'd io walk the Body Joint by joint, 

And tra on bs ano! 
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With Groans and Cries Menus they deplore 
hen on a Bier, with Purple cover d 0'er, 
The breathleſs Body, thus bewail'd, they lay, 
And fire the Pile, their Faces turn'd away ; 

Such rev'rend Rites their Fathers us'd to pay. 
Pure Oil and Incenſe on the Fire they throw, 
And Fat of Victims which his Friends beſtow, 
Theſe Gifts the greedy Flames to Duſt devour; 
Then, on the living Coals, red Wine they pour. 
And laſt, the Relicks by themſelves diſpoſe, 
Which in a brazen Urn the Prieſts incloſe. 

Old Chorineus compais'd thrice the Crew, 

And dip'd an Olive-Branch in holy Dew; 

Which thrice he ſprinkled round, and thrice aloud 


Invok'd the Dead, and then diſmiſs'd the Croud. Dryd. rg. 
FUNERAL PROCESSION. 


ZEneas took his way, 
Where, new in Death, lamented Pallas lay : 
Acztes watch'd the Corps. 
Ti” Attendants of the Slam his Sorrow ſhare ; 
A Troop of Trans mix'd with thoſe appear, 
And mourning Matrons with diſhevel'd Hair. 
M 4 Son 
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Soon as the Prince appears, they raiſe a Cry, 
All beat their Breaſts, and Echoes rend the Sky. 
They rear his drooping Forehead from the Ground: 
But when /Zneas view'd the griſly Wound, 
Which Pallas in his manly Boſom bore, 
And the fair Fleſh diſtain'd with purple Gore; 
Firit, melting into Tears, the pious Man 
Deplor'd fo Pa a Sight: : 
Then gave the Word around, 
To raiſe the breathleſs Body from the Ground; 
And choie a thouſand Horſe, the Flow'r of all 
His warlike Troops to wait the Funeral : 
To bear him back, and ſhare Evander's Grief ; 
A well-becoming, but a weak Relief. | 
Of oaken Twigs they twiſt an eaſy Bier. 
Then on their Shoulders the ſad Burden rear. 
The Body on this rural Herſe is borne: 
Strew'd Leaves and funeral Greens the Bier adorn. 
Then two fair Veſts of wond'rous Work and Coſt, 
Of Purple woven, and with Gold emboſs'd, 
For Ornament the Trejan Hero brought; 
One Veſt array'd the Corps, and one they er 
O'er his clos'd Eyes, and wrapt around his Head; 
That when the yellow Hair in Flame ſhould fall, 
The catching Fire might burn the rom Caul. 
Beſides, the Spoils of Foes in Battle ſlain, 
Arms, 'Treppings, Horſes, by the Herſe are led 
In long Array (th'Atchievements of the Dead.) 
Then, pinion'd with their Hands behind, appear 
Th'unhappy Captives marching in the Rear: 
Appointed Off rings in the Victor's Name, 
Jo fprinkle with their Blood the Fun'ral Flame, 
Litertor Trophies by the Chiefs are borne, 
Gauntlets and Helms their loaded Hands adorn : 
And tair Inſcriptions fix'd, and Titles read, 
Ol Latian Leaders conquer'd by the Dead. 
Acæles on his Pupil's Corps attends, 
With teeb'e Steps, ſupported by his Friends, 
Pauiiag at ev'ry Pace. 
ne Champion's Chariot next is ſeen toroll, 


Betmear'd with hoſtile Blood, and honourably foul. 


Jo cloſe the Pomp, Atbon, the Steed of State, 
Is led, the Fun'ral of his Lord to wait: 


Stript 
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stript of his Trappings, with a ſullen Pace 

He walks : and the big Tears run rolling down his Face. 
The Lance of Pallas, and the Crimſon Creſt, 

Are borne behind; the Victor ſeiz'd the reſt. 

The March begins: the Trumpets hoarſly ſound ; 

The Pikes and Lances trail along the Ground. 

In long Poſſeſſion rank'd, they thus dire& their Courſe 
To Pallantean Towers. 

Ruſhing from out the Gate, the People ſtand, 

Each with a Fun'ral Flambeau in his Hand: 

Wildly they ſtare, diſtracted with Amaze : 

The Fields are lighten'd with a fiery Blaze, 

That caſt a ſullen Splendor on their Friends. , 

The marching Troop, which their dead Prince attends, 
Both Parties meet; they raiſe a doleful Cry, 

The Matrons from the Walls with Shrieks reply ; 

And their mix'd Mourning rends the vaulted Sky. 

The Town is filꝰd with Tumult and with Tears. Dryd. Firg. 


Grecian FU NE RAL. 
The Peaſants were enjoin'd, 
Sere-wood, and Firs, and dodder'd Oaks to find. 
Wich ſounding Axes to the Grove they go, 
Fell, ſplit, and lay the Fuel on a Row ; 
22 Food: A Bier is next prepar'd, 

2 which the lifeleſs Body ſhould be rear'd, 
Cover'd with Cloth of Gold, on which was laid 
The Corps of Arcite in like Robes array'd, . 
White Gloves were on his Hands, and on his Head 
A Wreath of Laurel, mix'd with Mirtle, ſpread. 
A Sword keen edg'd within his Right he held, 
The warlike Emblem of the conquer'd Field: 
Bare was his manly Viſage on the Bier; 

Menac'd his Count'nance, ev'n in Death ſevere. 
Then to the Palace-hall they bore the Knight, 
To lie in ſolemn State, a publick Sight: 
Groans, Cries, and Howhngs fill the crowded Place, 
And unaffected Sorrow ſat on ev'ry Face. 

dad Palemon above the reſt appears, 

In ſable Garments dew'd with guſhing Tears: 
His auborn locks on either Shoulder flow'd, 
Which to the Fun'ral of his Friend he vow'd. 
But Emily, as Chief, was next his Side, 

a Virgin Widow, and a Mourning Bride, 
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The Steed that bore him living to the Fight, 
Was trap'd with poliſh'd Steel, 


The Riders rode abreaſt, and one his Shield, 

H1s Lance of Cornel-wood another held: 

Tie third his Bow: And gloricus to behold 

The coltly Quiver, all of burnifh'd Gold. 

The nobleſt of the Grecians next appear, | 

And weeping, on their Shoulders 2 the Bier; 
With ſober Pace they march'd, and often ſtay'd, 

And thro' the Maſter- ſtreet the Corps convey'd. 

The Houſes to their Tops with black were ſpread, 


And ev'n the Pavements were with Mourning hid. 


The right Side of the Pall old Egeus kept, 
And on the left the royal The/eus wept : 
Ezch bore a golden Bowl of Work divine, 


all ſhining bright, . 
Aud cover'd with th'Atchievements of the Knight. 
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With Honey fill'd, and Milk; and mix'd with ruddy Wine. 


Then Palamon, the Kinſman of the Slain, 

And after him app:ar'd th'illuſtrious Train. 

To grace the Pomp came Emily the bright, 
With cover'd Fire, the fun'ral Pile to light. 

So lofty was the Pile, a Parthian Bow, 

With Vigour drawn, muſt ſend the Shaft below. 
The Bottom was full twenty Fathom Broad, 


With crackling Straw. beneath, in due Proportion ſtrow'd. 


The Fabrick ſeem'd a Wood of riſing Green, 
With Sulphur and Bitumen caſt between, 


To feed the Flames: The Straw was laid below; 


Of Chaps and Sere-wood was the ſecond Row; 
The third of Greens, and Timber newly fell'd ; 
The fourth high Stage the fragrant Odours held, 


And Pearls, and precious Stones, and rich Array; 


In midſt of which, embalm'd, the Body lay. 


The Service ſung, the Maid with Mourning Eyes 


The Stubble fir'd ; the ſmouldring Flames ariſe. 
While the devouring Fire was burnin faſt, 
Rick Jewels in the Flames the Wealthy caſt ; 


And ſome their Shields, and ſome their Lances threw, 


And gave the Warrior's Ghoſt a Warrior's Due. 


Full Bowls of Wine, of Honey, Milk, and Blood, 


Were pour'd upon the Pile of burning Wood ; 


O. 
Ar 
And hiſſing Flames receive, and hungry lick the Food. Ne 


Then thrice the mounted Squadrons ride around 


The Fire, and Arcites Name they thrice reſound: 
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Indu'd with windy Wings to flit in 
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Hail, and farewel, they ſhouted thrice amain ; 
Thrice facing to the left, and thrice they turn'd * 
Still as they turn'd, they beat their clatt'ring Shields, 
The Women mix their Cries, and Clamour fills the Fields, 
The warlike Wakes continu'd all the Night, | 
And fun'ral Games were play'd at new-returning Light. 
(Dryd. Pal. & Arc. 
" FURIE S. See Alecto. 
Deep in-the diſmal 21 void of Light, 
Three Daughters at a Birth were born to Nzght : 
Theſe their brown Mother, N Hap her Care, 
ir, 
With Serpents girt alike, and crown'd with hiſſing Hair. 
In Heav'n the Diræ call'd ; and ftill at hand, 
Before the Throne of angry Jeve they ſtand : 
His Miniſters of Wrath! and ready ſtill, 
The Minds of mortal Men with Fears to fil] : 
Whene'er the moody Sire, to wreak his Hate, 
On Realms or 'Towns deſerving of their Fate, 
Hurls down Diſeaſes, Death, and deadly Care, 
And terrifies the guilty World with War. Dryd. Firg. 
Infernal Off prings of the Night, 

Debarr'd of Heav'n their native Right; 

"And from the glorious Fields of Light, 

Condemn'd in Shades to drag the Chain, 

And fill with Groans the gloomy Plain: 

Whoſe Good is IIl, whoſe Joy is Woe, 

Whoſe Works t'embroil the Worlds above, 
Diſturb their Union, diſunite their Love, { A416. & Alba. 
And blaſt the beauteous Frame of their victorious Foe, Dryd. 


en. 

Diſtruſt and Darkneſs of a future State, 
Make poor Mankind fo fearfal of their Fate. 
Death in itſelf is nothing, but we fear 
Tobe we know not what, we know not where, Dryd. Auren. 

To be or not be! that 1s the Queſtion ! 
Whether 'tis nobler in the Mind to ſuffer 
The Slings and Arrows of outrageous Fortune, 
Or to take Arms againſt a Sea ot Troubles, 
And by oppoſing end them! To die! to ſleep ! 
No more! and by-a Sleep to ſay we end 
The Heart-ach, and the thouſand nat'ral Shocks 
That Fleſh is Heir to ! *Tis a Conſummation 
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Devoutly to be wiſh'd. To die! to ſleep! 
Jo ſleep, perchance to dream! Ay, there's the Rub; 
For in tha Sleep of Death what Dreams may come, 
When we have ſhuffl'd off this mortal Coyle, 
Muit give us Pauſe. There's the Reſpect 
That makes Calamity of ſo long Life : 
For who would tear the Whips and Scorns of Time, 
Th'Oppreſſor's Wiong, the poor Man's Contumely, 
The Hangs cf deſpiſs'd Love, the Law's Delay, 
The Infoleace of Office, and the Spurns 
That patient Merit of thi Unworthy takes, 
When he himſelf inight his Quietus make 
With a bare Bodkin ? Who would Fardles bear, 
To groan and ſweat under a weary Life, 
But that the Dread of ſomething after Death, 
Ihe undiſcover'd Country, from whoſe Borne 
No Traveller returns, puzzles the Will, 
And makes us rather bear thoſe Ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of ? 
Thus Conſcience does make Cowards of us all; 
And thus the native Hue of Reſolution 
Is ſicklied o'er with the pale Caſt of Thought; 
And Enterprizes of great Pith and Moment, 
With this Regard their Currents turn away, 
And loſe the Name of Action. Shak. Ham!, 
In whatſoever Character 
"The Book of Fate is writ : 
Tis well we underſtand not it : 
We ſhould grow mad with too much Learning there. 
Upon the Brink of ev'ry III we did foreſee, 
Undecently and fooliſhly, a 
We ſhould ſtand ſhiv'ring, and but flowly venture 
The fatal Flood to enter. 8 
Since willing or unwilling, we muſt do it, 40 
They feel leaſt Cold and Pain who plunge at once into it. 
Then aſk not Bodies doom'd to die, C Coaul. 
To what Abode they go; 
Since Knowledge is but Sorrow's Spy, 
| is better not to know. Dav. 
Divines but peep on undifcover'd Worlds, 
And draw the diſtant Landſkip as they pleaſe : -_ 
But who has e'er return'd from choſe bright Regions, 


To tell their Manners, and relate their Laws? Dry. Don Seb. 


Think, 
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Think; timely think, on the laſt dreadful Day, 

How you will tremble there to ſtand expos'd” 

The foremoſt in the Rank of guilty Ghoſts, 

That muſt be doom'd for Murder! think on Murder! 

That Troop is plac'd apart from common Crimes: 

The Damn'd themſelves ſtart wide, and ſhun that Band, 

As far more black, and more forlorn than they. | 
'Tis terrible! it ſhakes, it ſtaggers me: 

I know this Truth, but I repell'd the Thought. 

Sure there 1s none but fears a future State ; 

And when the moſt obdurate ſwear they do not, { Span. Fry. 

Their trembling Hearts bely their boaſting Tongues. Dryd. 
Conſider former Ages paſt and gone, 

Whoſe: Circles ended long ere thine begun: 

Then tell me, Fool, what Part in them thou haft ; 

Thus may'ſt thou judge the Future by the Paſt. : 

What Horror ſeeſt thou in that quiet State ? 

What Bugbear Dreams to fright thee after Fate? 

No Ghoſt, no Goblins, that Rill Paſſage keep, 

But all is there ſerene in that eternal Sleep. 

For all the diſmal Tales that Poets tell, 

Are venfy'd on Earth, and not in Hell: 

No Tantalus looks up with fearful Eye, 

Or dreads th* impending Rock to cruſh him from on high, 

But Fear of Chance on Earth difturbs our eaſy Hours, 

Or vain-imagin'd Wrath of vain-imagin'd Pow'rs. 

No Tityus, torn by Vu'tures, lies in Hell 

Nor could the Lobes of his rank Liver ſell 

To that prodigious Maſs for their eternal Meal, 

Not tho? his monſtrous Bulk had cover'd o'er 

Nine ſpreading Acres, or nine thouſand more; 

Not tho” the Globe of Earth had been the Giant's Floor, 

Nor in eternal Torments could he lie; 2 

Nor could his Corps ſufficient Food ſupply: 

But he's the Tityus, who, by Love oppreſs'd, | 

Or Tyrant Paſſion preying on his Breaſt, 

And ever-anxious Thoughts, is robb'd of Reſt. 

The Si/yphus is he, whom Noiſe and Strife 

Seduce from all the ſoft Retreats of Life, 

To vex the Government, diſturb the Laws: 

Drunk with the Fumes of popular Applauſe, 

He courts the giddy Croud to make aim great, 

And ſweats and toils in vain to mount ti! ſov'reign Seat. 

For 
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For ſtill to aim at Pow'r, and ſtill to fail, 

Ever to ſtrive, and never to prevail: 

What is it, but in Reaſon's true Account, 

To heave the Stone againſt the rifing Mount? 

Which urg'd; and Jabour'd, and forc'd up with Pain, 
Recoils, and rolls impetuous down, and ſmokes along the 
Then ſtill to treat thy ever-craving Mind (Plain, 
With ev'ry Bleſſing, and of ev'ry kind; 

Yet never fill thy rav'ning Appetite, 

Tho? Years and Seaſons vary thy Delight; 

Yet nothing to be ſeen of all thy Store, 

Bur ſtill the Wolf within thee barks for more: 

This is the Fable's Moral, which they tell 

Of fifty fooliſh Virgins damn'd in Hell, 

To ks Veſſels, which the Liquor ſpill, 

To Veſſels of their Sex which none could ever fill. 

As for the Dogs, the Furies, and their Snakes, 

The gloomy Go and the burning Lakes, 

And all the vain, infernal Trumpery, 

They neither are, nor were, nor e'er can be. 

But here on Earth the Guilty have in view 

The mighty Pains to mighty Miſchiefs due, 

Racks, Pri ons, Poiſons, the Tarpeian Rock, 

Stripes, Hangmen, Pitch, and ſuffocating Smoke; 

And laſt, and moſt, if theſe were caſt behind, 

TH avenging Horror of a conſcious Mind, 

Whoſe deadly Fear anticipates the Blow, 

And fees no End of Puniſhment and Woe ; 

But looks for more at the laſt Gaſp of Breath; 

This makes a Hell on Earth, and Life a Death. Dryd. Lacr. 
Thus Men too careleſs of their future State, 

Diſpute, know nothing, and repent too late. Dryd.D.o/Gui/c. 

Then, whither went his Soul, let ſuch relate, 

Who ſcarch the Secrets of the future State. 

Divines can ſay but what themſelves believe ; 

Strong Proofs they have, but not demonſlrative : 

For were all plain, then ail Sides muſt agree, 

And Faith itſelf be loſt in Certainty, 

To live uprightly then is ſure the beſt, - 

To ſave ourſelves, and not to damn the reſt. D/yd. Pal. Are. 
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GALE S. See Paradi/e. 


The Story ef GANYMEDE i Needle-work. 
There Ganymede is wrought with living Art, 
Chaſing thro* Ida's Grove the trembling Hart. 
Breathleſs he ſeems, yet eager to purſue ; 
When from aloft deſcends in open view 
The Bird of Jove, and ſouſing on his Prey, 
With crooked Talons bears the Boy away. 
In vain with lifted Hand and gazing Eyes, 
His Guards behold him ſoaring thro' the Skies; 
And Dogs purſue his Flight with imitated Cries. Dry. Virg. 


GAR D E N. 

Now did I not ſo near my Labours End 
Strike Sail, and haſt'ning to the Harbour tend; 
My Song to flow'ry Gardens might extend. 
To teach the vegetable Arts, to ſing : 
The Pæſtan Roſes, and their double Spring : 
How Succ'ry drinks the running Streams, and how 
Green Beds of Parſley near the River grow : 
How Cucumbers along the Surface creep, 
With crooked Bodies, and with Bellies deep ; 
The late Narcifus, and the winding Trail 
Of Bears-foot, Myrtle-green, and Ivy pale. 
For where with ſtately Tow'rs Tarentum ſtands, 
And deep Galeſus ſoaks the yellow Sands, 
[ 8 an old Corycian Swain to know, 
Lord of few Acres, and thoſe barren too; 
Unfit for Sheep or Vines, and more unfit to ſow. 
Yet lab'ring well his little Spot of Ground, 
Some ſcatt'ring Pot-herbs here and there he found ; 
Which cultivated with his daily Care, 
And bruis'd with Vervain, were his frugal Fare : 
Sometimes white Lilies did their Leaves afford, 
With wholſom Poppy-Flow'rs to mend his homely Board. 
For late returning home, he ſupp'd at Eaſe, 
And wiſely deem'd the Wealth of Monarchs leſs ; 
The little of his own, becaule his own, did pleaſe. 
To quit his Care, he gather'd firſt of all, 
In Spring the Roſes, Apples in the Fall ; 
And when cold Winter ſplit the Rocks in twain, 


And Ice the running Rivers did reſtrain; 5 
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He ftrip'd the Bears- foot of its leafy Growth, 
And calling weftern Winds, accus'd the Spring of 8 
He therefore firſt among the Swains was Gas 

To reap the Product of his labour'd Ground, 

And ſqueeze the Combs with golden Liquor crown'd. 


!oth, 


His Limes were firſt in Flow'r, his lofty Pines 


With friendly Shade ſecur'd his tender Vines : 
For ev'ry Bloom his Trees in Spring afford, 
An Autumn Apple was by Tale reflor'd, 
He knew to = his Elms in even Rows, © 
For Fruit the grafted Pear-tree to diſpoſe, 
And tame to Plumbs the Sourneſs of the Sloes. 
With ſpreading Planes he made a cool retreat, 
To ſhade Good, fellows from the Summer's Heat. Dryd.Virg. 
Bear me, ſome God, to Baia's gentle Seats, 
Or cover me in Umbria's green Retreats. 
Where ev'n rough Rocks with tender Myrtle bloom, 
And trodden Weeds ſend out a rich Perfame, 
Where Weſtern Gales eternally reſide, 
And all the Seaſons laviſh all their Pride: 
Bloſſoms, and Fruits, and Flow'rs together riſe, 
And the whole Year in gay Confuſion lies. Aad. 
O bleſſed Shades ! O gentle cool Retreat 
From all th'immod'rate Heat, 
Ta which the frantick World does burn and ſweat : 
Where Birds that dance from Bough to Bough, 
And ſing above in ev'ry Tree, 
Are not from Fears and Cares more free, 
Than we, who lie, or walk below. 
What Prince's Choir of Muſick can excel 
That which within this Shade does dwell ? 
To which we nothing pay or give: 
: Birds, like all other Poets, live 
Without Reward or Thanks for their obliging Pains : 
'Tis well if they become not Prey. 
The whiſtling Winds add their lefs artful Strains, 
And a grave Baſe the murm'ring Fountains play. 
Nature docs all this Harmony beſtow : 
Rut to our Plants, Art's Mufick too, + 
The Pipe, Theorba, and Guittar we owe; 
The Lute itſelf, Which once was green and mute: 
When Orpheus ſtruck th' inſpired Lute, 
The Trees danc'd round, and underſtood, 
By Sympathy the Voice of Wood. 
2 
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Theſe are the Spells that to kind Sleep invite, 
And nothing does within Reſiſtance make, 
Which yet we moderately take. 
Who would not chuſe to be awake, 
When he's incompaſs'd round with ſuch Delight, 
To th' Ear, the Smell, the Touch, the Taſte, the Sight? 
When Venus would her dear Aſcanius keep 
A Pris'ner in the downy Bands of Sleep ; 
She od'rous Herbs and Shrubs beneath him ſpread, 
As the moſt ſoft and ſweeteſt Bed ; 
Not herown Lap would more have charm'd his Head. 
We no where Art do ſo triumphant fee, 
As when it grafts or buds the Tree ; 
In other things we count it to excel, 
If it a docil Scholar can appear 
To Nature, and but imitate her well : 
It over-rules, and is her Maſter here. 
Who would not joy to ſee his conqu'ring Hand 
O'er all the vegetable World comms ? 
He bids th'ill-natur'd Crab produce 
The gentle Apple's winey Juice- 
He does the ſavage Hawthorn teach 
To bear the Medlar and the Pear: 
He bids the ruſtick Plum to rear 
A nobler Trunk, and be a Peach. 
Ev'n 3 Coyneſs he does mock, 
And weds the Cherry to her Stock; 
Tho? the refus'd Apollo's Suit, 
Ev*n ſhe, that chaſte and virgin Tree, 
Now wonders at herſelf, to ſee 
That ſhe's a Mother made, and bluſhes in her Fruit, 
Methinks I ſee great Dioclefian walk 
In the Salonian Garden's noble Shade, 
Which by his own imperial Hands were made, 
Methinks I ſee him ſmile, while he does talk 
With the Embaſſadors, who come in vain 
I*invite him to a Throne again: 
If I, my Friends, ſays he, ſhould to you ſhow 
All the Delights that in this Garden grow, 
"Tis likelier much that you would with me ſtay, 
Than *tis that you ſhould carry me away : 
And truſt me not, my Friends, if ev'ry Day 
I walk not here with more Delight, 
Than ever, after the molt happy Fight, 1 
n 
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In Triumph to the Capitol I rode, 


f (Cl 
To thank the Gods, and to be thought myſelf almoſt a God, 


GARDEN of Eden. See Paradiſe. 


AGAUNT LE: T8 
| He threw 

Two pond'rous Gauntlets down in open View 
Gauntlets which Zryx wont in Fight to wield, 
And ſheath his Hands with, in the liſted Field. 
With Fear and Wonder ſeiz'd, the Croud beholds 
The Gloves of Death,. with ſeven diſtinguiſh'd Folds 
Of rough Bull-Hides : 'The Space within 1s ſpread 
With Iron, or with Loads of heavy Lead. 


Theſe round their Shoulders to their Wriſts they ty'd : 


Both on the Tip-toe ſtand, at full extent, 

Their Arms aloft, their Bodies inly bent: 
Their Heads from aiming Blows they bear afar; 
And claſhing Gauntlets then provoke the War. 
One on his Vouth and pliant Limbs relies, 

One on his Sinews and his Giant Size: 

The laſt is ſtiff with Age, his Motion ſlow, 

He heaves for Breath, and ſtaggers to and fro; 
And Clouds of iſſuing Smoke his Noftrils loudly blow. 
Vet equal in Succeſs, they ward, they ſtrike; 
Their Ways are diff rent, but their Art alike. 
Before, behind, the Blows are dealt around; 
Their hollow Sides the rattling Thumps reſound. 
A Storm of Strokes, well meant, with Fury flies, 
And errs about their Temples, Ears, and Eyes: 
Not always errs; for oft the Gauntlet draws 

A ſweeping Stroke along the crackling Jaws. 
Heavy with Age, Entellus ſtands his Ground, 
But with his warping Body wards the Wound : 
His Hand and watchful Eye keep even Pace, 
While Dares traverſes and ſhifts his Place : 

With Hands on high Entellus threats the Foe, 
But Dares watch'd the Motion from below, 


And ſlipt aſide, and ſhun'd the E Blow. 


Entellus waſtes his Forces on the Wind, - 
And thus deluded of the Stroke deſign'd, 
Headlong and heavy fell; his ample Breaſt, 
Aud weighty Limbs his antient Mother preſt. 
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He lays on load with either Hand amain, 
And headlong drives the Trojan o'er the Plain; { 
Nor ſtops, nor ſtays, nor Reſt, nor Breath allows, 
But Storms of Strokes deſcend about his Brows, 
A rattling Tempeſt, and a Hail of Blows. * 
His Mouth and Noſtrils pour'd a purple Flood, 
And pounded Teeth came ruſhing with the Blood ; 


Faintly he ſtaggar'd thro” the hiſſing Throng, | 
And hung his Head, and trail'd his Legs along. Dryd. Virg. 


GENERAL. See Bartel. Soldier. War. 

He in the Shock of charging Hoſts unmov'd, 

Amidſt Confuſion, Horrour and Deſpair, 

Examin'd all the dreadful Scenes of War: 

In peaceful Thought the Field of Death ſurvey'd, 

To fainting 2 ſent the timely Aid, 

Inſpir'd repuls'd Battalions to engage, 

And taught the doubtful Battel where to rage. 

So when an Angel, by Divine Command, 

With raiſing 'Tempeſts ſhakes a guilty Land ; 

Calm and ſerene he drives the furious Blaſt: 

And pleas'd the Almighty's Orders to perform, 

Rides in the Whirlwind, and directs the Storm. Add, 
Each Leader now his ſcatter'd Force conjoins 

In cloſe Array; and forms the deep'ning Lines: 

Not with more Eaſe the ſkilful Shepherd Swain 

Collects his Flock from Millions on the Plain. 

The King of Kings, majeſtically tall, 

Tow'rs o'er his Armies, and outſhines them all: 

Like ſome proud Bull, that round the Paſtures leads 

His Subject Herds; the Monarch of the Meads. 

Great as the Gods th'exalted Chief is ſeen; 

His Strength like Neptune, and like Mars his Mien: 

Tove oor tile Eyes celeſtial Glories ſpread, | 

And dawning Conqueſt play'd around his Head. Pope Hom. 
From Rank to Rank he moves, and orders all : 

The ſtately Ram thus meaſures o'er the Ground, 

And, Maſter of the Flock, ſurveys them round. Pope Hom, 
From 'Troop to Troop he toils thro? all the Plain; 

And, fond of Glory, with ſevere Delight, | 

His beating Boſom claim'd the riſing Fight. Pope Hom. 
On Foot thro” all the martial Ranks he moves; 

And theſe encourages, and thoſe reproves. Pope Hom. 
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Onward he drives them, furious to engage 
Where the Fight burns, and where the thickeſt 70 
- { Fope Hom, 
- Rapt thro? the Ranks, he thunders o'er the Plain : 
Now here, now there, he darts from Place to Place, 
Pours on their Rear, or 1 3 in their Face. Pope Hom, 
He ani mates his drooping Bands, 
_ their Ardour, turns their Steps from Flight, 
And wakes anew the dying Flames of Fight. Pope Hon, 
Thus he reſiſtleſs rul d the Stream of Fight, 
In Rage unbounded, and unmatch'd in Might: 
Thro all his Hoſt, inſpiring Force, he flies, 


And bids the Thunder of the Battel riſe. Pape Hon. 
Swift as a Whirlwind, drives the Scatt'ring Foes, 
And dyes the Ground in Purple as he goes. Pope Hom, 


Where-e'er he paſs d a purple Stream purſu'd 
His thirſty Faulchion, fat wich hoſtile Blood; 
Bath'd all his Footſteps, dy'd the Fields with Gore ; 
And a low Groan remurmur'd thro” the Shore. 
So the grim Lion from his nightly Den, 
O'erleaps the Fences, and invades the Pen; 
On Sheep or Goats, reſiſtleſs in his Way, 
He falls, and, foaming, rends the guardleſi Prey. Pope Hem 


GHOS T. See Necromancer. Night. 
Forms without Body, and impaſſive Air, 
The ſqualid Spectres, that in dead of Night 
Break my ſhort Sleep, and ſkim before my Sight ; 
Thin Shades, the Sports of Winds, are toſs'd 
O' er dreary Plains, or tread the burning Coaſt. Dryd. Virg. 
I've heard a Spirit's Force is wonderful, 
At whoſe Approach, when ſtarting from his Dungeon, - 
The Earth will ſhake, and the old Ocean groan ; 
Rocks are remoy'd, and Trees are thunder'd down, 
And Walls of Braſs, and Gates of Adamant, 
Are paſſable as Air, and fleet like Winds. Lee Ocaip, 
It faded at the Crowing of the Cock, 
And ſtarted like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful Summons. | Shak. Han. 
Be thou a Spirit of Health, or Goblin damn'd ; 
Bring with thee Airs from Heav'n, or Blaſts from Hell; 
Be thy Events wicked or charitable, 
Thou com'ſt in ſuch a queſtionable Shape, 
That I will ſpeak to thee: Oh! oh! anſwer me; 
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Let me not burſt in Ignorance, but tell - 

Why thy canoniz'd Bones, hearſed in Earth, 

Have burſt their Cearments ? Why the Sepulchre, 

Wherein we ſaw thee quietly in-urn'd, 

Has op'd its ponderous and marble Jaws, 

To let thee out again ? What may this mean, 

That thou, dear Corſe, again in compleat Steel 

Reviſit ſt thus the Glimpies of the Morn, 

Making Night hideous, and us Fools of Nature, 

So horridly to ſhake our Diſpoſition, 

With Thoughts beyond the Reaches of our Souls ? 
I am thy Father's Spirit, 

Doom'd for a certain Time to walk the Night, 

And for the Day confin'd to faſt in Fires 

Till the foul Crimes, done in my Days of Nature, 

Are burnt and purg'd away. Shak. Ham, 


GIRDLE. 

That which her ſlender Waſte confin'd, 
Shall now my joyful Temples bind, 
No Monarch but would give his Crown, 
His Arms might 1 as = has done. 
My Joy, my Grief, my Hope, my Love, 
Dia 17 ** this Circle ——_ F 
A narrow Compaſs! And yet there 
Dwelt all that's Good, and all that's Fair. 
Give me but what this Ribband bound ; 
Take all the reſt the Sun goes round. Wall. 


GOAT. 
No more, my Goats, ſhall I behold you climb 
The ſteepy Chg, or crop the flow'ry Thyme : 
No more extended in the Grot below, 
Shall ſee you browzing on the Mountain's Brow 
The prickly Shrubs, and after on the Bare | 
Lean down the deep Abyſs, and hang in Air. Dryd. Virg. 


G OL D. See Money. 
Gold! yellow, glittering, precious Gold 
Gold that will make black, white; foul, fair; wrong, right: 
Baſe, noble; old, young 3 coward, valiant ! 
Ha! you Gods, why this | | 
Wil lug 


your Prieſts and Servants from your Sides ; 


Pluck. 
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Pluck ſtout Mens Pillows from below their Heads ! 
This yellow Slave | in 
Will knit and break Religions; bleſs th'accurs'd ; 
Make the hoar Leproſy ador'd ; place Thieves, 
And give them Title, Kaoo, and Approbation, 
With Senators on the Bench. Shak. Tim. of Ath, 
Gold makes a Patrician of a Slave; 
A Dwarf an Atlas; a Ther/ites brave; 
It cancels all Defects. 
It guides the Fancy, and directs the Mind: 
No Bankrupt ever found a Fair-one kind. Gar, 
Virtue now, nor noble Blood, 
Nor Wit by Love is underſtood; 
Gold alone does Paſſion move: 
Gold monopolizes Love. 
A Curſe on her, and on the Man, 
Who this Traffick firſt began. | 
A Curſe, all Curſes elſe — 
On him who us'd it firſt in Love! 
Gold begets, in Brothers, Hate : 
Gold, in Families, Debate; 
Gold does Friendthip ſeparate, 
Gold does Civil- wars create. 
'Theſe the ſmalleſt Harms of it; 
Gold, alas! does Love beget. | Cowl. Anau 
For Love in all his am'rous Battels, N 
N' Advantage finds like Goods and Chattels. Lad. 
Take heed, take heed, thou lovely Maid, 
Nor be by glitt'ring IIls betray'd ; 
Thyſelf for Money! Oh Let no Man know 
The Price of Beauty, fall'n ſo low: 
What Danger ought'ſt thou not to dread, 
When Love that's blind, is by blind Fortune led? Cows. 
Can Gold, alas! with thee compare ! 
The Sun that makes it 's not ſo fair, 
Thour't ſo divine a thing, that thee to bußx | 
Is to be counted Simony. | Cowl, 
Let Honour and Preferment go for Gold ; 
But glorious Beauty is not to be fold : 
Or, if it be, 'tis at a Rate ſo high, 


That nothing but adoring it ſhould buy. Dry, 
Love, what a poor Omnipotence haft thou, 

When Gold and Titles buy thee? Dtyd. ap. — 
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@® ſacred Hunger of pernicious Gold! 
Vhat Bands of Faith can impious Lucre hold? Dryd.Yirg. 
When I made 
his Gold, I made a greater God than Jowe. Dryd. Amphit. 
\nd gave mine own Omnipotence away. Spoken by Jupiter.] 
GRASS-HOPPE 
Happy Inſect! What can be 
In 17 compar'd to thee ? 
Fed with Nouriſhment Divine, 
The dewy Mornings gentle Wine. 
Nature waits upon thee ſtill, 
And thy verdant Cup does fill : 
All the Fields which thou doſt ſee, 
All the Plants belong to thee ; 
All that Summer-hours produce, 
Fertile made with early Juice, 
Man for thee doth ſow and plough ; 
Farmer he, and Landlord thou, 
Thee Country-Hinds with Gladneſs hear, 
Prophet of the ripen'd Year ! 
To thee, of all things upon Earth, 
Life is no Ir than thy Mirth. 
Happy Inſect! happy thou, 
Doſt neither Age nor Winter know; 
But when thou'ſt drunk, and danc'd, and ſung 
Thy Fill, the flow'ry Leaves among, 
Voluptuous, and wiſe withal, 
Epicurean Animal; 
Sated with thy Summer-Feaft. 
Thou retir'ſt to endleſs Reſt. Corvul. Anac. 
In Summer-days the Graſs-hoppers rejoice : g 
bloodleſs Race, that ſend a feb 
GREATNESS. 
How are we bandy'd up and down by Fate, 
by ſo much more unhappy as we're great! Otau. Don Carl. 
Jreatneſs, thou gaudy Torment of our Souls, 
h. wiſe Man's Fetter and the Rage of Fools. Orw. Alcibiad. 
Greatneſs, moſt envy'd e ay underſtood, > 
"gu art no real, but a ſeeming Good : 
dick at the Heart, thou in the * look'ſt well; 
Dy thy exalted State we only gain, 
0 be more wretched than the Vulgar can. Seal. Art. & Cleop. 
Greatneſs we owe to Fortune or to Fate, . 


ut Wiſdom only can ſecure that State. Deus. . 
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We look on Men, and wonder at ſuch Odds, 
"T'wixt Things that were the ſame by Birth: 
We look on Kings as Giants of the Earth, 
- Theſe Giants are but Pigmies to the Gods, 
'Fhe humbleſt and the proudeſt Oak 
Are but of equal Proof againſt the Thunder-ftroke. 
Beauty, and Strength, and Wit, and Wealth, and Pow'r, 
Have their ſhort flouriſhing Hour ; 
And love to ſee themſelves, and (mile, 
And joy in their Pre-eminence a-while: 
E'en ſo in the ſame Land, 
Poor Weeds, rich Corn; gay Flow'rs together ſtand ; 
Alas ! Death mows down all with an impartial Hand. 
Ard all ye Men, 7 5 Greatneſs does {> pleaſe, 
_ You feaſt, I fear, like Damocles. 
If you your Eyes ſhould upward move, 
But you, I fear, think nothing is above, 
You would perceive by what a little Thread 
The Sword 1s hanging o'er your Head ; 
No ſparkling Wine would drown your Cares, 
No Mirth, no Muſick over-noiſe your Fears: 
The Fear of Death would you fo watchful keep, 
As not Vadmit the Image of it, Sleep. 
Golevel Hills, and fill up Seas, 
Spare nouglit that may your Fancy pleaſe : 
But truſt me, when you've done all this, 
Much will be mifling ſtill, and much will be amiſs. Cow!. Her, 
Of Power and Honour, the deceitful Light 
Might half excuſe our cheated Sight, 
If it of Lite the whole ſmall Time ſhould ſtay, 
And be our Sun-ſhine all the Day: 
Like Lightning, that begot but in a Cloud, 
Tho? ſhining bright, and ſpeaking loud, 
While it begins, concludes its vi'lent Race, 
And where it gilds it wonnds the Place. 
Oh Scene of Fortune! which doſt fair appear, 
Only to Men that ſtand not near 
Proud Poverty ! that tinſel Brav'ry wears, 
And, like a Rainbow, painted Tears 
Be prudent, and the Shore in Proſpect keep; 
In a weak Boat truft not the Deep : 
Plac'd beneath Envy, above Envying «4 
Pity Great Men, Great Things deſpiſe, Cowt 
Farewel, a long Farewel to all my Greatneſs ! 
This is the State of Man: To day he puts forth The 
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The tender Leaves of Hopes; to-morrow bloſſoms, 
And bears his bluſhing Honours thick upon him: 
The third Day comes a Froſt, a killing Froft ; 
And when he thinks, good eafy Man, full ſurely, 
His Greatneſs is a-ripening, nips his Root, 
And then he falls as I do. I have ventur'd, 
) Like little wanton Boys that ſwim on Bladders, 
This many a Summer in a Sea of Glory, 
But far beyond my Depth. My high-blown Pride 
At length broke under me, and now has left me, 
Weary and old with Service, to the Merc 
Of a rude Stream that muſt for ever hide me. Shak. Hen. 5. 
Upon the ſlipp'ry Tops of human State, 
The gilded Pinnacles of Fate, 
Let others proudly ſtand, and for a while, 
The giddy Danger to beguile, 
With Joy, and with Diſdain look down on all, 
Till their Heads turn, and fo they fall. 
Me, O ye Gods, on Earth, or clſe ſo near, 
That I no Fall to Earth may fear, 
And, O ye Gods, at a good Diſtance ſeat 
From the long Ruins of the Great. 
Here let my Life with as much Silence ſlide, 
| As Time, that meaſures it, does glide. 
Nor let the Breath of Infamy or Fame, 
From Town to Town echo about my Name: 
Her, Nor det my homely Death embroider'd be 
With Scutcheon or with Elegy : 
An old Plebian let me die. 
Alas! all then are ſuch as well as I. Col, Sen. 
I now begin to loath all human Greatneſs : 
Pl fly all Courts, and Love ſhall be my Guide: 
Love, that's more worth than all the World beſide. 
Princes are barr'd the Liberty to roam ; 
The fetter'd Mind ſtill languiſhes at home: 
In golden Bands ſhe treads the thoughtful Round, 
Bus'neſs and Cares eternally abound; © 
And when for Air the Goddeſs would unbind, 
She's clogg d withScepters,and to Crowns confin'd. LeeT heod. 
rom publick Noiſe and factious Strife, 
From all the buſy Ills of Life, 
Fake me, my Cloe, to thy Breaſt, 


Doul. And lull my weary'd Soul to Reſt: 
For ever in this humble Cell, 
'The Let thee and I, my fair one, dwal, 
Vor. I. TI 


To 
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- To painted Rook: and ſhining Spires, 
Th'uneaſy Seats of high Deſires, 
Let the unthinking Many croud, 
Who dare be covetous and proud. 
In golden Bondage let them wait, 
And barter Happineſs for State. 
But Ohl. my Cloe, when thy Swain 
Deſires to ſee a Court ai ain; 
May Heav'n around this deſtin'd Head, 
'The choiceſt of 1ts Curſes ſhed, 
To ſum up all the Rage of Fate, 
3 
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In the two things I dread and hate, 
May'ſt thou be Falſe, and I be Great. 
| For! diſdain 
All Pomp when thou art by: Far be the Noiſe 
Of Kings and Courts from us, whoſe gentle Souls 
Our kinder Stars have ſteer*d another way. 
Free as the Foreſt-Birds we'll pair together, 
Without remembring who our Fathers were ; 
Fly to the Arbours, Grots, and flow'ry Meads, 
And in ſoft Murmurs interchange our Souls: 
Together drink the Cryſtal of the Stream, 
Or taſte the yellow Fruit which Autumn yields: 
And when the golden Evening calls us home, 
Wing to our downy Beds, — ſleep till Morn. Lee Theed, 
Thus I from — Toils of Empire free, 
The ſervile Pomp of Government deſpiſe; 

Find Peace, and Joy, and Love, and Heav'n in thee, 
And ſeek for all my Glory in thoſe Eyes. | 

Poor are the brutal Conqueſts we obtain 
O'er barb'rous Nations by the Force of Arms: 

But when with humble Love a Heart we gain, & 
And plant our Trophies on our Conqu”ror's Charms, 80 
Such Triumphs ev'n to us may Honour bring: (Valin. v 

No Glory's vain, which does from Pleaſure ſpring. Koch. A 
.Curle then thy Birthright, 
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Thy glorious Titles and ill ſuited Greatneſs, T 
Since A:henats ſcorns thee. Take again v 
Your ill-tim'd Honours; take 'em, take 'em, Gods! C 
And change me to ſome humble Villager : T. 
If fo, at leaft for Toils at ſcorching Noon, ＋ 
In mowing Meadows, or in reaping Fields, * 
At Night ſhe will but crown me with a Smile, 1} 


Or reach the Bounty of her Hand to bleſs me, Lee 7 . 
tate 


herd. 
State 
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State grows uneaſy when it hinders Love; 
A glorious Burden which the Wiſe remove, | 
Whom Heav'n would bleſs, from Pomps it will remove, 
And make their Wealth in Privacy and Love. | Dryd. Auren. 


GRIEF, See Deſpair. Funeral. Melancholy. Sorrow. Tears, 
| Weeping. 
FTis not alone my inky Cloak, 

Nor cuſtomary Suits of ſolemn Black, 

Nor windy Sufpiration of forc'd Breath; 

No, nor the fruitful River in the Eye, 

Together with all Forms, Moods, Shows of Grief, 

That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed ſeem ; 

For they are Actions that a Man might play; 

But I have that within which paſſes Show, 


Theſe but the Trappings and the Suits of Woe. Shat. Ham. 


My Grief lies all within ; 
And thoſe external Manners of Laments 
Are merely Shadows to the unſeen Grief, 
That Gvells with Silence in my tortur'd Soul: - 
There lies the Subſtance. Shak. Rich. 2. 
Alas! I have no Words to tell my Grief ; | 
To vent my Sorrow would be ſome Relief: 
Light Suff'rings give us Leiſure to complain; 


We groan, but cannot ſpeak, in greater Pain. Dryd.Pal.tF Arc. 


Give Sorrow Words: The Grief that does not ſpeak, 
Whiſpers the o erfraught Heart, and bids it break. SS. Mack. 
I'm dumb, as ſolemn Sorrow ought to be: (C. Mar. 
Could my Griefs ſpeak, the Tale would have no End. Ow. 
Horror in all his Pomp was there ; 
Mute and magnificent, without a Tear, Dryd. 
It is the Wretch's Comfort ſtill to have : 
Some ſmall Reſerve of near and inward Woe, 
Some unſuſpected Hoard of darling Grief, 
Which they unſeen may wail, and weep, and mourn, 


And Glutton-like, devour alone, Cong. Mourn. Bride. 


Time gives Increaſe to my Afflictions. 
The circling Hours that gather all the Woes, 
Which are diffus'd thro? the revolving Year, 
Come heavy laden with th' ppprefling Weight 
To me! with me ſucceſſively they leave 
The Sighs, the Tears, the 8 the reſtleſs Cares, 
And all the Damps of Grief that did retard their Flight ; 
They ſhake their downy Wings, and ſcatter all 

N 2 ; Their 


74 

7 

z 

© 

: * 
ö 
1 
a : 


| 


268 Grief. , 


Their dire collected Dews on my poor Head, 

Ihen fly with Joy and Swiftneſs from me. Cong. Mourn. Bride. 
"Ix Of Comfort no Man ſpeak ; 

Let's talk of Graves, and Worms, and Epitaphs ! 

Make Duft our Paper, and with rainy Eyes 

Write Sorrow in the Boſom of the Earth. &hak, Rich. 2, 

O let no other Accents fill the Air, 

But Strains of raging Grief, and Yellings of Deſpair. Blat. 
I have been in ſuch a diſmal Place, | 

Where Joy ne'er enters, which the Sun ne'er chears ; 

Bound in with Darkneſs, o'erſpread with Damps : 

Where I have ſeen (if I could ſay I ſaw) 

The good old King, majeſtick in his Bonds, 

And mid'ſt his Griefs moſt venerabl, great, 

By a dim winking Lamp, which feebly broke 

The gloomy Vapours : He lay ftretch'd along 

Upon th' unwholſome Earth, his Eyes fix'd upward, 

And ever and anon a filent Tear | 

Stole down, ard trickled from his hoary Beard : 

My Heart is wither'd at that piteous Sight, 

As early Bloſſoms are with Eaſtern Blaſts. | 

He ſent for me, and while I rais'd his Head, 

He threw his aged Arms about my Neck ; 

And ſeeing that I wept, he preſs'd me cloſe. 

So leaning Cheek to Cheek, and Eyes to Eyes, 

We mingled Tears in a dumb Scene of Sorrow. Dry. Span. Fry, 

His Griefs have rent my aged Heart aſunder; 
Stretch'd on the damp unwholſome Earth he lies, 
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Nor had my Pray'rs or Tears the Pow'r to raiſe him, 


Now: motiouleſs as Death his Eyes are fix'd, : 

And then anon he ſtarts and caſts em upwards, Pen. 

And groaning, cries, I am th' accurs'd of Heav'n. Rowe Fair 

O take me in a Fellow-Mourner with thee : 

I'll number Groan for Groan, and Tear for Tear; 

And when the Fountains of thy Eyes are dry, Pen. It | 

Mine ſhall ſupply the Stream, and weep for both. Roxwe Fair 

No further Voice her mighty Grief affords; 

For Sighs cameruſhing in betwixt her Words, | Fo 

And ſtopt her Tongue ; but what her Tongue deny'd, {Or 

Soft Tears, and Groans, and dumb Complaints ſupply'd.Dy: WI 
In Sorrow drown'd, | Ta 


Betwixt their Arms he ſinks up on the Ground; > | 
Where, grov'ling while he lies, in deep Deſpair, 7 


He beats his Breaſt, and rends his hoary Hair. Dryg. Vin 
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Great Agamemnon griev'd above the reſt; 
Superior Sorrow ſwell'd his royal Breaſt ; 
In folemn Sadneſs and majeſtick Grief, 
The King amid the mournful Circle roſe ; 
Down his wan Cheeks a briny Torrent flows : 
So filent Fountains, from a Rock's tall Head, 
In ſable Streams ſoft-trickling Waters ſhed. 
With more than vulgar Grief he ſtood oppreſs'd, (Hom. 
Words, mix'd with Sighs, thus burſting from his Breaſt. Pope 
Forgetful of his State, he runs along 
With a diſtracted Pace, and cleaves the Throng ; 
Falls on the Corps, and groaning there he lies, 
With filent Grief that ſpeaks but at his Eyes. 
Short Sighs and Sobs ſucceed, till Sorrow breaks 
A Paſſage, and at once he weeps and ſpeaks. Dryd. Lig. 
Thus long my Grief has kept me dumb: 
Sure there's a Lethargy in mighty Woe 
Tears ſtand congeal'd, and cannot flow 
Tears for a Stroke foreſeen afford Relief ; 
But unprovided for a ſudden Blow, 
Like Mobe, we marble grow, = 
And petrify with Grief! Dryd: 
His drooping Head was reſted on his Hand; 
His griſly Beard his penſive Boſom ſought ; | 
And all on Lauſus ran his reſtleſs Thought. Dryd. Virg. 
SEN! He fat upon his Rump, 
His Head, like one in doleful Dump, 
Betwixt his Knees, his Hands apply'd 
Unto his Cheeks, on either Side; 
And by him, in another Hole, 
Afflicted Ra/pho, Cheek by Joul. Hud. 
But to perſevere 
In obſtinate Condolement, is a Courſe 2 
Of impious Stubbornneſs : Tis unmanly Grief: 
It ſhews a Will moſt uncorre& to Heav'n, 
A Heart unfortify'd, a Mind impatient, 
An Underſtanding fimple and unſchool'd. 
For, what we know muſt be, and is as common 
As any the moſt vulgar thing to Senſe, 
Why ſhould we in our peeviſh Oppoſition 
Take it to Heart? Fie! *tis a Fault to Heav'n ; 
A Fault againſt the Dead; a Fault to Nature; 
To Reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common Theme 
I; Death of Fathers; and who till hath cry'd, 
| N 3 From 
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270 Grove. 

From the firſt Corſe to his that dy*'d To- day, 

This muſt be fo. Shak. Ham. 
Grief tho' not curd, is eas'd by Company. Dryd. Auren, 
That eating Canker, Grief, with waſteful Spite, 

Preys on the roſy Bloom of Youth and Beauty. Rowe Amb. Sich. 


RO VE. See Paradiſe. 
And now my Muſe what moſt delights her ſees, 
A living Gallery of aged Trees: 
Bold Sons of Earth! that thruſt their Arms ſo ligh, 
As if once more they would invade the Sky. 
In ſuch green Palaces the firſt Kings reign'd, 
Slept in their Shades, and Angels entertain'd : 
With ſuch wife Counſellors they did adviſe, 
And by frequenting facred Groves grew wiſe. Wall, 
Straight as a Line, in beauteous Order ſtood, 
Of Oaks un{torn a venerable Wood: 
Freſh was the Grafs beneath, and ev'ry Tree 
At iJiſtance planted in a due Degree, 
Their brazc:ing Arms in Air with equal Space, 
Stre:ch'd to their Neighbours with a long Embrace, 
And the new Leaves on ev'ry Bough were ſeen, 
Some ruddy-cotour'd, ſome of lighter Green. 
The painted Birds, Companions of the Spring, 
Hopping frem Spray to Spray, were heard to ſing. 
Both Ears and Eyes-receiv'd a like Ds, {and the Leaf. 
Enchanting Muſick, and a charming Sight. Dryd.TheF lower 
This ſhadowing Deſart, unfrequented Woods, 
I b-tter brook than flouriſhing peopled owns. 
Here I can fit alone, unſeen of any, 
And to the Nightingale's complaining Notes (of Fer. 
Tune my Diſtreſſes, and record my Woes. Shak. The twoGrnt. 
Ah happy Grove! dark and ſecure Retreat 
Of ſacred-SHence, Reſt's eternal Seat: 
How well your coo! and unſrequented Shade 
Suits with the chaſte Retirement of a Maid ! 
Oh ! if kind Heav'n had been ſo much my Friend, 
T's make my Fate upon my Cho ce depend; 
All wy Ambition I would here confine, 
And only this 20 ſhould be mine! Reofe. Paſt. Fido. 
Dear ſolitary Groves, where Peace does dwell ! 
Sweet Harbours of pure Love and Innocence! 
How willingly could I for ever ſtay | 
Beneath the Shade of your embracing Greens, 
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Gypſy. Hag. Hail. 


Liſb'ning to A e warbling Birds, 


Tun'd with the gentle Murmur of the Streams: 

Upon whoſe Banks in various Livery, 

The fragrant Offspring of the early Year, 

Their Heads, like graceful Swans, bent proudly down, 
See their own Beauties in the cryſtal Flood. Roch. Val. 


GRYPH ON. See Chau. 
P Fn * F 8 2 | 
AG ewe/s whiſpers in your Ear, 
And begs N 2A High-Prief's Daughter ſhe, _ 
Vers'd in their Talmud and Divinity ; 
And propheſies beneath a ſhady Tree, 
Her Goods a Baſket, and old Hay her Bed; 
She ftrolls, and telling Fortunes, gains her Bread. 
Farthings, and ſome {mall Moneys, are her Fees ; 
Yet ſhe interprets all your Dreams for theſe : 
Foretels th' Eſtate, when the rich Uncle dies, 
And ſees a Sweet-heart in the Sacrifice, 
She claps the pretty Palm, to make the Lines more fair. 
The Pooreſt of the Sex have ſtill an Itch | 
To know their Fortunes equal to the Rich : 
The Dairy-Maid enquires if ſhe ſhall take 


The truſty Taylor, and the Cook forſake, Dryd. Juv. 


H. 
H A G. See Witch. 
In a ctoſe Lane, as I pufſu'd my Journey, 

I ſpy'd a wrinkled Hag, with Age grown double, 

Picking dry Sticks, and mumbling to herſelf : 

Her Eyes with ſcalding Rheum were gall'd and red, 

Cold Palſy ſhook her Head, her Hands ſeem'd wither'd ; 

And on her crooked Shoulders had ſhe wrap'd 

The tatter'd Remnants of an old ſtrip'd Hanging, 

Which ſerv'd to keep her Carcaſs from the Cold : 

So there was nothing of a Piece about her. 

Her lower Weeds were all o'er coarſly patch'd 

With diffrent colour'd Rags, black, red, white, yellow, 

And ſeem'd to ſpeak 1 of * Orw, Or ph. 
AI L. 

The patt'ring Hail comes pouring on the Main, 

When Jupiter deſcends in harden'd Rain; 

The bellowing Clouds burſt with a ſtormy Sound, 

And with an armed Winter ſtrew the Ground. Dryd. Virg. 
N 4 Thus 
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Thus when fome Storm its 5 1 55 uarry rends, 


And Jove in rattling Show'rs of Ice deſcends ; 

Mount 4:hvs ſhakes the Foreſts on his Brow, 

While down his wounded Sides freſh Torrents flow, Gar, 

And Leaves and Limbs of Trees o'erſpread the Vale below. 
As when thick Hail comes ratt'ling in the Wind, 

The Ploughman, Paſſenger, and lab'ring Hind, 

For Shelter to the neighb'ring Coverts fly, 

Or hous'd, or fafe in hollow Caverns lie; 

But that o'erblown, when Heav'n above them ſmiles, 

Return to Travail, and renew their Toils. Dryd. Virg. 


HAIR. See Paradi/e. Venut. 
His golden Hair did on his Shoulders ſhine, 
Like Locks of Sun-Beams, curl'd with Art divine. Blac, 
Adown her Shoulders fell her Length of Hair, 
A Ribband did her braided Treſſes bind; CSA. 
The reſt was looſe, and wanton'd in the Wind. Dryd. Pal. 
His amber-colour'd Locks in Ringlets run, (& Arc, 
With graceful Negligence, andſhone againſt theSun. Dr. Pal, 
My Locks, the plenteous Harveſt of my Head, 
Hang o'er my manly Face; and dangling down, 
As with a ſhady Grove, my Shoulders crown. Dryd. Ovid. 


HAPPINESS. 
All Happineſs is ſcated in Content. Ota. C. Mar. 
In wiſhing nothing we enjoy ſtill moſt ; 
For ev'n our Wiſh is in Poſſeſſion loſt : 
Reſtleſs we wander to a new Deſire, 
And burn ourſelves by blowing up the Fire. 
We toſs and turn about our fev'riſh Will, 
When all our Eaſe muſt come by lying ſtill : 
For all the Happineſs Mankind can gain, 
Is not in Pleaſure, but in Reſt from Pain. Dryd. Ind. Emp. 
We barbarouſly call thoſe bleſs'd, 
Who are of largeſt Tenements ora; the 
While ſwelling Coffers break their Owner's Reſt. 
More truly happy thoſe that can 
Govern the little Empare, Man ; 
Bridle their Paſſions, and direct their Will 
Thro' all the glitt'ring Paths of charming III; 
Who in a fix'd unalterable State, 
Smile at the doubtful Tide of Fate, 
And ſcorn alike her Friendſhip and her Hate: 
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Who Poiſon leſs than Falſhood fear, 
Loth to purchaſe Life ſo dear; 
But kindly for their Friend embrace their Death, ( Steph. Hor. 
And ſeal their Country's Love with their departing Breath. 
No Happineſs can be where is no Reft, 
Th'unknown, untalk*d-of Man is only bleſt. 
He, as in ſome ſafe Cliff, his Cell does keep, 
From thence he views the Labours of the Deep; 
The Gold-fraught Veſſel which mad Tempeſts beat, 
He ſees now vainly make to his Retreat ; 
And when from far the tenth Wave does appear, 
Shrinks 3 ſilent Joy that he's not there. Oryd. Jyr. Love. 
o be Go d is to be Happy : Angels 
Are happier than Men, becauſe they're better. 
Guilt is the Source of Sorrow; *tis the Fiend, 
Th'avenging Fiend, that follows us behind : 
With Whips and Stings: The Bleſs'd know none of this, 
But reſt in everlaſting Peace of Mind, Fair Pen. 


And find the Height of all their Heav'n in Goodneſs. Rowe 


HAR E. See Hunting. 
The Hare in Paſtures or in Plains is found, 
Emblem of Human Life! who runs the Round; 
And after all his wand'ring Ways are done, 1 
His Cirele fills, and ends where he begun, 
Juſt as the ſetting meets the riſing Sun. Dryd. 


HARPIE S. | 

Monſters more fierce offended Heav'n ne'er ſent 
From Hells Abyſs for haman Puniſhment ; 7 
With Virgin-Faces, but with Wombs abſcene, 74 
Foul Paunches, and with Ordure ſtill unclean, 
With Claws for Hands, and Looks for ever lean. 

With hideous Cry, 
And clatt'ring Wings the hungry Harpies fly: 
Their fated Skin is proof to Wounds, 

And from their Plumes the ſhining Sword rebounds. Dr. Virg- 


HAVE N. 
Within a long Receſs there lies a Bay, 
An Illand ſhades it from the rolling Sea, 
Aud forms a Port ſecure for Ships to ride. ; 
broke by the jutting Land, on. either Side, | 
In double Sueams the W CT" glide, ; 
\ 5 | Between. 
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Between two Rows of Rocks: A ſylvan Scene 
Appears above, and Groves for ever green. 
A Grot is form'd beneath with moſly Seats, 
To reft the Nere:ds, and exclude the Heats. 
Down through the Crannies of the living Walls, 
"The cryſtal Streams deſcend in murm'ring Falls; 
Mo Haulſers need to bind the Veſfels here. 
Nor bearded Anchors : for no Storms they fear. Dryd. Virg. 
lere th' opening Land invites with out- ſtretch'd Arms, 
The troubled Seas free from the loud Alarms 
Of the rough windy Pow'rs, to take their Eaſe, 
And on its Boſom he diffus'd in Peace: 
The flowing Waters ſmooth their furrow'd Face, 
And gently roll into the Land's Embrace ; 
To fecret Crecks the 2 Billows creep, 
And ftretch'd on ovzy Beds fecurely fleep. Blac. 
The Land lies open to the raging Eaſt; 
Then bending like a Bow, with Rocks compreſs'd, 
Shuts out the Storms; the Winds and Waves complain, 
| And vent their Malice on the Cliffs in vain. 
1 "The Port lies hid within; on either fide 
1 Two tow'ring Rocks the narrow Mouth divide. Dryd. Virg. 
8 _ Two craggy Rocks, 8 to the Main, 
The roaring Winds tempeſtuous Rage reſtrain: 
Within, the Waves in ſofter Murmurs glide, 
And Ships ſecure without their Haulſers ride. Pope Hom. 


1 HEALTH. 

| The Salt of Life, which does to all a Reliſh give; 

1 Its ſtanding Pleaſure, and intrinſick Wealth, 

| The Body's Virtue, and the Soul's good Fortune. Conl. 
Auſpicious Health appear'd on Zephyr Wings ; 

She ſcem'd a Cherub moſt divinely bright, 

4 More ſoft than Air, more gay than Morning Light. 

| Hail blooming Goddeſs ! thou propitious Pow'r, 

Whoſe Bleſſings Mortals next to Life implore; 

With ſo much Luſtre your bright Looks endear, 

'That Cottages are Courts when thoſe appear. 

Mankind, as you vouchſafe to ſmile or trown, 
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Find Eaſe in Chains, or Anguiſh in a Crown, Gar. | 
Hs HEART. 
My heavy Heart, the Propheteſs of Woe, 
Forbodes ſome IIl at hand. Dryd. Span. oo 
: | 7 
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My lab'ring Heart that ſwells with Indignation, 
Heaves to diſcharge its Burden ; that once done, 
The buſy thing ſhall reſt within its Cell, 
And never beat again. | Rowe Fair Pen, 
Now Heart, 
Be ribb'd with Iron for this one Attempt; =— 
Set ope thy Sluices, ſend the vig'rous Blood 
Thro' ev'ry active Limb for my Relief: 
Then take thy Reſt within thy quiet Cell, 
For thou ſhalt drum no more. Dryd. Don. Seb. 
His mounting Heart 
Bounces againſt my Hands, as if it would 
Thruſt off his manly Soul. Dryd. Clem, 


HEIRE S8. 
What did ever Heireſs yet 
By being born to Lordſhips get? 
When the more Lady ſhe's of Manors, 
She's but expos'd to more Trepanners 
Pays for their Projects and Deſigns, 
And for her own Deſtruction fines ; 
And does but tempt them with her Riches, 
'To uſe her as the Devil does Witches ; 
| Who takes it for a ſpecial Grace, 
To be their Cully for a Space, 
'That when the Time's expir'd, the Drazels- 
For ever may become his Vaſtals. 
So ſhe, bewitch'd by Rooks and Spirits, 
Betrays herſelf and all ſh'inherits; 
Is bought and fold like ſtol'n Goods, 
By Pimps, and Match-makers, aud Bawds ; 
Until they force her to convey, 
And fteal the Thief himſelf away. Hd. 


HELL. 

Ye Realms, yet unrev.:1'd to human Sight, 
Ye Gods, who rule the Regions of the Night, 
Ye gliding Ghoſts, permit me to relate 
The myſtick Wonders of your ſilent State. Dryd. Virg. 

Whete Zuc:fer the mighry Captive reigns, 
Proud midſt his Woes, and Tyrant in his Chains, Coal, 

Him th'Almighty Power 
HurPd headlong flamiag from th'ethereal Sky, 
With hideous Ruin and Combuſtion, down 
| | To 
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To bottomleſs Perdition, there to dwell 
In adamantine Chains and penal Fire. Milt, 
Down, like Lightning with him ſtruck, he came; 
And roar'd at his firſt Plunge into the Flame : 
Myriads of Spirits fell wounded round him there ; 
With dropping Lights thick ſhone the ſinged Air. Cowl. 
Hell heard th' unſufferable Noiſe : Hell ſaw 
Heav'n ruining from Heav'n, and would have fled 
my 04; ; but ſtrict Fate had caſt too deep 
Her dark Foundations. Milt, 
Nine Days they fell : confounded Chaos roar'd, 
\ And felt ten-fold Confuſion in their Fall, 
Thro' his wild Anarchy; ſo huge a Rout 
Incumber'd him with Ruin: Hell at laſt 
Yawning receiv'd them whole, and on them clos'd ; 
Hell, their fit Habitation, fraught with Fire 
Unquenchable ; the Houſe of Woe and Pain. Milt. 
Nine times the Space that meaſures Day and Night 
To mortal Men, he with his horrid Crew 
Lay vanquiſh'd, rolling in the fiery Gulph ; 
Confoundced, tho' immortal: But his Doom 
Reſerv'd him to more Wrath; for now the Thought 
Both of loſt Happineſs and laſting Pain 
Torments him : Round he throws his baleful Eyes, 
That witneſs'd huge Affliction and Diſmay, 
Mix'd with obdurate Pride and ſtedfaſt Hate: 
At once, as far as Angels ken, he views 
The diſmal Situation, waſte and wild; 
A Dungeon horrible, on all Sides round, 
As one great Furnace, flam'd ; yet from theſe Flames 
No Light, but rather Darkneſs viſible, 
. Serv'd only to diſcover Sights of Woe, 
Regions of Sorrows, doleful Shades, where Peace 
And Reſt can never dwell, Hope never comes, 
hat comes to all ; but Torture without End 
till urges, and a hery Deluge fed 
With ever-burning Sulphur unconſum'd. 
There the Companious of his Fall, o'erwhelm'd 
With Floods and Whirlwinds of tempeſtuous Fire, 
He ſoon diſcern'd, lie weltering about him: 
His Head up-lift above the Wave, his Eyes 


That ſparkling blaz'd, his other Parts beſides Retr 
Prone on the Flood, extended long and large, n 1 


Lay floating many a Rood ; in Bulk as huge x 
$ 
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: whom the Fables name of monſtrous Size, 
Priareus or Typhon, whom the Den 
by antient Tar/us held: 
do ſtretch'd out, huge in Length, the Arch-Fiend lay, 
'hain'd on the burning Lake. | 
'orthwith upright he rears from off-the Pool by 
is mighty Stature : On each Hand the Flames | 
riv'n — ſlope their pointed Spires, and roll'd 
n Billows, leave i'th'midſt a forrid Vale: 
Then with expanded Wings he ſteers his Flight 
loft, incumbent on the duſky Air, | 
That felt unuſual Weight ; till on dry Land 
le lights, if it be land that ever burn'd 
ith ſolid, as the Lake with liquid Fire. 
He walk'd 

Over the burning Marle ; the torrid Clime 
Smote on him ſore beſides, vaulted with Fire. 
'et this he ſo endur'd, till on the Beach 
f that inflamed Sea he ſtood, and cail'd 
His Legions, Angel Forms, who lay intrench'd 
hick as autumnal Leaves that ſtrow the Brooks 
n Vallombre/a, where th*Etrurian Shades 
High over-arch'd imbow'r. 
They heard and were abaſh'd, and up they ſprung, 
Hov'ring on Wing under the Cope ot Hell, 
'Twixt upper, nether, and ſurrounding Fires. 

Part on the Plain, or in the Air ſublime, 
Upon the Wing, or in ſwift Race contend, 
As at th'Olympian Games or Pythian Fields; 
Part curb their fiery Steeds, or ſhun the Goal 
With rapid Wheels; or fronted Brigades form: 
As when to warn proud Cities, War appears 
Wag'd in the rroubl's Sky, and Armies ruſh 
Ta Battel in the Clouds; before each Van 
Prick forth the airy Knights, and couch their Spears, 
Till thickeſt Legions cloſe ; with Feats of Arms 
From either Side of Heav'n the Welkin burns. 
Others with vaſt Typhezan Rage more fell, 
Rend up both 2 and Hills, and ride the Air 
In Whirlwind: Hell ſcarce holds the wild Uproar. 

Others more mild, 

Retreated in a ſilent Valley, ſing 
With Notes angelical to many a Harp 
Thcir own heroic Needs and hapleſs Fall 
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By Doom of Battle; and complain that Fate | his 
Free Virtue ſhould enthral to Force or Chance. Of { 
Their Song was partial, but the Harmony * Wi 
Suſpended Hell, and took with Raviſhment The 
The thronging Audience. In Diſcourſe more ſweet, Ton 
(For Eloquence the Soul, Song charms the Senſe) Pork 
Others apart ſet on a Hill retir'd, The 
In Thoughts' more elevate, and reaſon'd high Pot! 
Of — 2 Fore-knowledge, Will and Fate; And 
Fix'd Fate, Free- will, Fore- knowledge abſolute, The 
, And found no End, in wand'ring Mazes loft. 1 
Of Good and Evil much they argu'd then, But 
Of happineſs and final M ſery. Meg 
Paſſion and Apathy, Glory and Shame; | The 
Vain Wiſdom all, and falſe Philoſophy. All 
Yet with a pleaſing Sorcery could charm The 
Pain for a while, or Anguiſh ; and excite | Ta ec 
Fallacious Hope; or arm th'obdurate Breaſt Wit] 
With ſtubborn Patience as with triple Steel. Viey 
Another Part in Squadrons and. grois Bands, No! 
On bold Adventure, to diſcover wide The 
That diſmal World, bend O'es 
Four Ways their flying March, along the Banks Rocl 
Of four infernal Rivers, that diſgorge AU 
Into the burning Lake their baleful Streams. Wne 
Abhorred $:yx the Flood of deadly Hate; Pery 
Sad 4cheron, of Sorrow black and deep; Abo! 
Cocytus, nam'd of Lamentation loud, Tha: 
Heard on the rue ful Stream; fierce Phlegethon, Gorg 
Whoſe Waves of torrent Fire enflame with Rage : Ol 
Far off from theſe a flow and ſilent Stream, Alon 
Lethe, the River of Oblivion, rolls Thu: 
Her wat'ry Labyrinth : whereof who drinks, By th 
Forthwith his former S:ate and Being forgets, Whe 
Forgets bath Joy and Griet, Pleaſure and Pain. And 
Beyond this Flood a frozen Continent Juſt i 
Lies dark and wild, beat with perpetual Storms Reve 
Of Whirlwind and dire Hail, which on firm Land And 


'Thaws not, but gathers Heap, and Ruin ſeems 
Of antien: Pile: All elſe deep Snow and Ice. 

The parching Air 
Burns frore, and Cold pertorms th'EFe& of Fire. 
Thither by Harpy-footed Furies haul'd, 
At certain Revolutions, all the Damn'd 
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Are brought, and feel by Turns the bitter Change 
Of fierce Extremes, Extremes by Change more fierce: 
From Beds of raging Fire to ſtarve in Ice 
Their ſoft etherial Warmth, and there to pine 
Immoveable, infix'd, and frozen round, 
Periods of Time; thence ore back to Fire, 
They ferry over this Letbæan Sound 
Both to and fro, their Sorrows to augment ; 
And wiſh, and ſtruggle, as they * 5, to reach 
The tempting Stream, with one ſmall Drop to loſe 
In ſweet Forgetfulneſs all Pain and Woe. 
But Fate withſtands, and to oppoſe th'Attempt 
Meduſa with Gorgonian Terror guards 

The Ford, and of itſelf the Water flies 
All Tuſte of living Wight, as once it fled 
The Lip of Tantalus. Thus roving on, 
In confus'd March, forlorn, th'advent'rous Bands 
With ſhudd'ring Horror pale, and Eyes aghaſt, 
View'd firſt their lamentable Lot, and found 
No Reſt : Thro' many a dark and dreary Vale 
They paſs'd, and many a 0 — dolorous, 
O'er many a frozen, many a fiery Alp, 
Rocks, Caves, Lakes, Fens, Bogs, Dens, and Shades of 
A Univerſe of Death, [Death : 
Where all Life dies, Death lives, and Nature breeds 
Perverſe, all monſtrous, all prodigious Things, 
Abominable, inutterable, and worſe 
Than Fables yet have feign'd, or Fear conceiv'd ; 
Gorgans, and Hydra's, and Chimera's dire. Milt, 

Obſcure they went through dreary Shades, that led 
Along the waſte Dominions of the Dead. 
Thus wander Travellers in Woods by Night, 
By the Moon's doubtful and malignant Light; 
When Jede in duſky Clouds — the Skies, 
And the faint Creſcent ſhoots by Fits before their Eyes. 
Jult in the Gates, and in the Jaws of Hell, 
Revengefu! Cares, and ſullen Sorrows dwell ; 
And pale Diſeaſes, and repining Age, 
Want, Fear, and Famine's unreſiſted Rage: 
Here Toils, and Death, and Death's Half- brother Sleep, 
Forms terrible to view, their Centry keep ; 
With anxious Pleaſures of a guilty Mind, 

cep Frauds before, and open Force behind: 
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'The Furies Iron Beds, and Strife, that ſhakes 
Her hiſſing Treſſes, and unfolds her Snakes, 
Full in the midſt of this infernal Road, 

An Elm diſplays her duſky Arms abroad. 
The God of Sleep there hides his heavy Head, 
And empty Dreams on ev'ry Leaf are ſpread : 
Of various Forms unnumber'd Spectres more, 
Centaurs and double Shapes beſiege the Door; 
Before the Paſſage horrid Hydra ſtands, 
Briareus with all his hundred Hands, 

Gergons, Geryon with his triple Frame, 

And vain Chimera vomits empty Flame. 


Before the Gates the Cries-of Babes new-born, 
Whom Fate had from their tender Mothers torn, 
Aſlault his Ears: Then thoſe whom Form of Laws 
Condemn'd to die, when Traitors judg'd their Cauſe ; 


Nor want they Lots, nor Judges to review 
The wrongſul Sentence, and award a-new : 
Minos, the ſtrict Inquiſitor, appears, 

And Lives, and Crimes, wink 

Round in his Urn the blended Balls he rolls, 
Abſolves the Juſt, and dooms the guilty Sculs. 
The next in Place and Puniſhment are they, 
Who prodigally throw their Souls away : 
Fools, who repining at their wretched State, 


And loathing anxious Life, ſuborn'd their Fate. 
With late Repentance now they would retrieve 


The Bodies they forſook, and with to live: 
Their Pains and Poverty defire to bear, 


To vicw the Light of Heav'n, and breathe the vital Air. 
But Ya'c ſorbids: Ihe Srygian Pools oppoſe, ( Dryd. Firg. 
And, with nine circling Streams, the captive Souls unctole. 


They haſten'd onwa;d to the penſive Grove, 
The ſilent Manſion of diſaſtrous Love. 
Here Jealeu) with Jaundice Looks appears, 
And broken Slumbers, and fantaſtick Tears: 


The widow'd Turtle hangs her mouliing Wings, 
And to the Woods in mourntul Numbers ſings. 
No Winds but Sighs are there; no Floods but Tears, 


Each conſcious Tree a tragick Signal bears: 


Their wounded Bark records ſome broken V ow, 


And Willow Garlands hang on ev'ry Bough. 


Not ſar from thence the mournful Flelds appear, 


So call'd from Lovers that inhabit there: 


his Aſlſeſſors hears : 


I. 
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The Souls, whom that unhappy Flame invades, 

In ſecret Solitude, and Myrtle Shades, 

Make endleſs Moans, and pining with Deſire, 

Lament too late their unextinguiſh'd Fire. 

The Hero, looking on the Left, eſpy'd 

A lofty Tow'r, and ſtrong on ev'ry Side 

With treble Walls, which Plegethon ſurrounds, 

Whoſe fiery Blood the burning Empire bounds ; (ſounds. 

And preſs'd betwixt the Rocks, the bellowing Noiſe re- 

Wide is the fronting Gate, and rais'd on x Þ 

With adamantine Columns threats the Sky. 

Vain is the Force of Man, and Heav'n's as vain, 

To cruſh the Pillars which the Pile ſuſtain ; 

Sublime on theſe a 'Tow'r of Steel is rear'd, 

And dire Tiſphone there keeps the Ward: 

Girt in her ſanguine Gown * Night and Day, 

Obſervant of the Souls that paſs the downward Way: 

From hence are heard the Groans of Ghoſts, the Pains 

Of ſounding Laſhes, and of dragging Chains: 

And loud Laments that rend the fa d Air. 
Theſe dire Abodes 

Contain the Tortures of th'avenging Gods: 

Theſe are the Realms of unrelenting Fate, 

And awful Rhadamanthus rules the State; 

He hears and judges each committed Crime, 

Enquires into the Manner, Place, and Time : 

The conſcious Wretch muſt all his Acts reveal, 

Loth to confeſs, unable to conceal, 

From the firſt Moment of his vital Breath, 

To his laſt Hour of unrepenting Death. 

Straight o'er the guilty Ghoſt the Fury ſhakes 

The ſounding Whip, and brandiſhes her Snakes, 

And the pale Sinner, with her Siſters, takes. 

High o'er their Heads a mould'ring Rock is plac'd, 

That promiſes a Fall, and ſhakes at ev'ry Blaſt. 

They lie below on golden Beds diſplay'd, 

And genial Feafts with regal Pomp are made : 

The Queen of Furies by their Sides is ſet, 

And ſmatches from their Mouths th'untaſted Meat; 

Which if they touch, her hiſſing Snakes ſhe rears, 

Toſſing her Torch, and thund'ring in their Ears. 

Then they, who Brothers better Claim diſown, 

Expel their Parents, and uſurp the Throne; 

Defraud their Clients, and to Lucre ſold, 

dit brooding on unprofitable Gold; Who 
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Who dare not give, and ev'n refuſe to lend 

To their poor Kindred, or a wanting Friend ; 

Vaſt is the Throng of theſe ; nor leſs the Train 

Of luſtful Youths for foul Adult'ry ſlain : 

Hoſts of Deſerters, who their Honour ſold, 

And baſely broke their Faith for Bribes of Gold, 

All theſe within the Dungeon's Depth remain, -* 
Deſpairing Pardon, and expecting Pain. 

Some roll a weighty Stone; ſome laid along, 

And bound with burning Wires, on Spokes of Wheels are 
To Tyrants others have their Country ſold, (hung, 
Impoſing foreign Lords for foreign Gold. 

Some have old Laws repeal'd, new Statutes made, 

Not as the People pleas'd, but as they paid. 

With Inceſt ſome their Daughter's Bed profan'd ; 

All dar'd the worſt of Ilts, and what they dar'd attain'd, 
Had I a hundred Mouths, a hundred Tongues, 

And Throats of Brafs, inſpir'd with Iron Lungs, 

I could not half thoſe horrid Crimes repeat, 


Nor half the Puniſhments thoſe Crimes have met. Dryd. Vir, 


Fortune. 


HER O. See Butcher. 


HONEST. 
I Pay my Debts, 

T ſteal from no Man; I would not cut a Throat, 
To gain Admiſſion to a great Man's Purſe, 
Or a Whore's Bed ; I'd not betray my Friend, 
To get his Place or Fortune: I ſcorn to flatter 
A blown-up Fool above me, or cruſh the Wretch beneath me, 

Honeſt as the Nature {Otw. Yen. Pre 
Of Man firſt made, ere Fraud and Vice were Faſhions, 


HONOUR. 
Honour ! a raging Fit of Virtue in the Soul ; 
A painful Burden which great Minds muſt bear ; 
Obtain'd with Danger, and poſſeſs'd with Fear. Dryd. Ins 


Honour is like a Widow, won Er 
With briſk Attempt, and puſhing on; 
With entring manfully, and urging 3 | 
Not ſlow Approaches, like a Virgin. Hud. 


O Honour! frail as Life, thy fellow Flow'r, 
Cheriſh'd, and watch'd, and want ops eſteem'd; 


D' Awen 
Ho 


Then worn for ſhort Adornment of an Hour; 
And is, when loſt, no more to be redeem'd! 


gs 


me, 
Pre. 
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Honour is like that glaſſy Bubble, 
Which finds Philoſophers ſuch Trouble : 
Whoſe leaſt Part crack'd, the whole does fly, 
And Wits are crack'd to find out why, 
That Man is ſure to loſe, 
That fouls his Hands with dirty Foes ; 
For where no Honour's to be gain'd, 
*Tis thrown away in being maintain'd. 
Honour 1n the Breech is lodg'd, 
As wiſe Philoſophers have judg'd ; 
Becauſe a Kick in that Part, more 
Hurts Honour, than deep Wounds before, 
Honour, the Error and the Cheat, 
Of the ill- natur'd buſy Great! 
Fond Idol of th: flavith Croud ! 
Nonſenſe invented by the Proud ! 
Oh curſed Honour ! thou bs bo firſt didſt damn, 
A Woman to the Sin of Shame ! 
Honour, who firft taught lovely Eyes the Art; 
To wound, and not to cure the Heart; 
With Love t'invite, but to forbid with Awe, 
And to themſelves preſcribe a cruel Law, 
His chiefeſt Attributes are Pride and Spite; 
His Pow'r is robbing Lovers of Delight! 
Honour, that puts our Words that ſhould be free, 
Into a ſet Formality ! 
Thou baſe Debaucher of \ gen'rous Heart, 
That teaches all our Looks and Actions Art ? 
What Love deſign'd a ſacred Gift, 
What Nature made to be poſſeſs'd, 
Miſtaken Honqur made a 'Theft : 
Thou Foe to Pleaſure! Nature's worſt Diſeaſe ! 
Thou Tyrant over mighty Kings ! 
Be gone to Princes Palaces : ? 
But let the humble Swain go on 
In the bleſt Paths of the firſt Race of Man; 
That neareſt were to Gods ally'd, 
Aud, form'd for Love, diſdain'd all other Pride. 
Have I o'ercome all real Foes, | 
And ſhall this Phantom me oppoſe ? 
Noiſy nothing! Stalking Shade 
By what Witchcraft wert thou made ? 
Empty cauſe of ſolid Harms! 
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Tis Pride's Original; but Nature's Grave, 

Scorn'd by the Baſe, *tis courted by the Brave: 

The Hero's Tyrant, and the Coward's Slave. 

Born in the Noiſy Camp, it lives on Air; 

And both exiſts 0 Hope, and by Deſpair: 

Angry whene'er a Moment's Eaſe we gain; 

And reconcil'd at our Returns of Pain. 

It lives when in Death's Arms the Hero lies, 

Burt it his Safety he conſults, it dies. 

Bigotted to this Idol, we diſclaim 

Reſt, Health, and Eaſe, for nothing but a Name. Gas. 

What is this vain, fantaſlick Pageant, Honour, 

This buſy, angry thing, that ſcatters Diſcord 

Amongſt the mighty Princes of the Earth, 

And ſets the madding Nation in an Uproar ? Rove Uh, 
This Honour 1s the verieſt Mountebank ; 


It fits our Fancies with affected Tricks, 


And makes. us freakiſh. What a Cheat muſt that be, 

Which robs our Lives of all their ſofter Hours ? 

Beauty, our only Treaſure it lays waſte ; 

Hurries us over our neglected Youth, 

To the deteſted State of Age and Uglineſs : 

"Tearing our deareſt Heart's Deſire om us. 

Then, in Reward of what it took : ay, 

Our Joys, our Hopes, our Wiſhes =» Delights, 

It bountifully pays us all with Fride. 

Poor Shifts ! ftill to be proud, and never pleas'd ! 

Yet this is all your Honour can do for you. Roch. Yale, 
Not all the Threats or Favours of a Crown, 

A Prince's Whiſper, or a Tyrant's Frown, 

Can awe the Spirit, or allure the Mind 

Of him who to ſtrict Honour is inclin'd. 

Tho' all the Pomp and Pleaſure that does wait 

On publick Places and Affairs of State, 

Should fondly court him to be baſe and great: 

Wich even Paſſions and with ſettled Face, 

He would remove the Harlot's falſe Embrace. 

Tho' all the Storms and Tempeſts ſhould ariſe, 

That Church-Magicians in their Cells deviſe, 

And from their ſettled Baſis Nations tear, 

He would unmov'd the mighty Ruin bear; 

Secure in Innocence, contemn them all, 

And decently array'd in Honour fall. 
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Honour, that Spark of the celeſtial Fire, 

That above Nature makes Mankind afpire, 

Ennobles the rude Paſſions of our Frame 

With Thirſt of Glory, and Deſire of Fame; 

The richeſt Treaſure of a gen'rous Breaſt, 

That gives the Stamp and Standard to the reſt, 

Wit, Strength, and Courage are wild dang'rous Force, 
Unleſs this {often and direct their Courſe. 

Of Honour, Men at firſt, like Women nice, 

Raiſe maiden Scruples'at unpractis'd Vice; 

Their modeſt Nature curbs the ſtruggling Flame, 

And ſtifles what they wiſh to act, with Shame: 

But once this Fence thrown down, when they perceive 
That they may taſte forbidden Fruit and live ; 

They ſtop not here their Courſe, but ſafely in, 

Grow ſtrong, luxunant, and bold in Sin; 

True to no Principles, preſs forward ſtill, 

And only bound by Appetite their Will ; 

Now fawn and flatter while this 'Tide prevails, - 
But ſhift with ev'ry veering Blaſt their Sails. 

On higher Springs true Men of Honour move, 

Free is their Service, and unbought their love: 

When Danger calls, and Honour leads the Way, 

With Joy hey follow, and with Pride obey. Lal. 


| HOPE. 
Hope, of all Ills that Men endure 
The only cheap and univerſal Cure! 
Thou Captive's Freedom, and thou ſick Man's Health, 
Thou Loſer's Victory, and thou Beggar's Wealth! 
Thou Manna, which from Heav'n we eat, 
Lo ev'ry Taſte a ſeveral Meat! 
Thou ſtrong Retreat! thou ſure-entail'd Eſtate, 
Which nought has Power to alienate ! 
Thou pleaſant honeſt Flatterer ; for none 
Flatter unhappy Men but thou alone! 
Hope, thou Firſt-Fruits of Happineſs, 
Thou gentle Dawning of a bright Succeſs, 
Who out of Fortune's Reach doth ſtand, 
And art a Bleſſing fill in hand. 
Happineſs itſelf all one 
In thee, or in Poſſeſſion; 
Only the Future's thine, the Preſent his; 
Thine's the more hard and noble Bliſs, 
e 
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Beſt Apprehender of our Joys, which haſt 
So long a Reach, and yet canſt hold fo faſt! 
Hope, thou ſad Lovers only Friend! 
Thou Way that may'ſt diſpute it with the End ! 
Men leave thee by obtaining, and ſtraight flee 
Some other Way again to thee, Cowl 
Hope, whoſe weak Being ruin'd is | 
Alike, if it ſucceed, and if it miſs ! 
Whom Good or Ill does equally confound, 
And both the Horns of Fate's Dilemma wound ! 
Vain Shadow, which does vaniſh quite, 
Both at full Noon, and perfect Night! 
Hope, Thou bold Taſter of Delight! 
Who, while thou ſhould'ſt but taſte, devour'ſt it quite! 
Thou bring'ſt us an Eſtate; yet leav'ſt us poor, 
By clogging it with 7% ag before. 
'The Joys, which we entire ſhould wed, 
Come deflour'd Virgins to our Bed. 
Hope, Fortune's cheating Lottery! 
Where for one Prize, a hundred Blanks there be: 
Fond Archer, Hope! who tak'it thy Aim ſo far, 
That ſtill, or ſhort or wide thy Arrows are. 
Thin empty Cloud! which th' Eye deceives 
With Shapes, that our own Fancy gives: 
A Cloud, which gilt and painted now appears, 
But muſt drop preſently in Tears. 
Brother of Fear! More gaily clad ! 
The merrier Fool o'th'two, but quite as mad ! 
Sire of Repentance, Child of fond Deſire! 
Thou blow'ſt the Chymick's and the Lover's Fire! 
Leading them ſtill inſenſibly along, 
By the ſtrange Witchcraft of Anon! 
By thee, the one does changing Nature thro? 
Her endleſs Labyrinths purſue ; 
And th'other chaſes Woman, while ſhe goes | x 
More Ways and Turns than hunted Nature knows. Cow. 
Hope with a goodly Proſpect feeds the Eye, 
Shews from a riſing Ground Poſſeſſion nigh : 
Shortens the Diſtance, or o'erlooks it quite: 
So eaſy *tis to travel with the Sight! Dryd. Aren. 
Our Hopes, like tow'ring Faulcons, aim 
At Objects in an airy Height ; 
But all the Pleaſure of the Game, 
Is afar off to view the Flight. 
3 ' 
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The worthleſs Prey but only ſhews 
The Joy conſiſted in the Strife: 
Whate'er we take as ſoon we loſe, 
In Homer's Riddle, and in Life. 

So whilſt in fey*riſh Sleeps we think, 
al We taſte what waking we deſire, 
The Dream is better than the Drink, 

Which only feeds the fickly Fire. 
To the Mind's Eye things well appear 
At diſtance, thro' an artful Glais ; 
Bring but the flatt'ring Object near, 
They're all a ſenſeleſs gloomy Maſs, Prior, 


HORSE. See the Centaur Cyllarus. 
Upright he walks, on Paſterns firm and ſtraight, 
lis Motions-eaſy, prancing in his Gait; 
ne firſt to lead the Way, to tempt the Flood, 
o paſs the Bridge unknown, nor fear the trembling Wood. 
Nauntleſs at empty Noiſes, lofty-neck'd, 
harp-headed, barrel-belly'd, broadly-back'd : 
rawny his Cheſt, and deep; his Colour grey, 5 


For Beauty dappled, or the brighteſt Bay: 
Faint White and Dun will ſcarce the Rearing pay. 
ſhe fiery Courſer, when he hears from far 
The ſprightly Trumpets, and the Shout of War, 
Pricks up his Ears, and trembling with Delight, 
Shifts Place, and paws, and hopes the promis'd Fight: 
On his right Shoulder his thick Mane reclin'd, 
Ruffles at Speed, and dances in the Wind. 
His horny Hoofs are jetty black, and round ; 
His Chine 1s double : Starting, with a Bound, 
He turns the Turf, and ſhakes the ſolid Ground. 
Fire from his Eyes, Clouds from his Noſtrils flow; 
He bears his Rider headlong on the Foe, Dryd. Virg. 
The trembling Ground th'outrageous Courſers tear, 
And, ſnorting, blow their Foam 1nto the Air, 
Their fervid Noſtrils breathe out Clouds of Smoke, 
And Flames of Fire from their hot Eye- balls broke: 
im furious Hoofs o'er ſlaughter'd Heaps they fly, 
and daſh up bloody Rain amidſt the Sky. 
Reeking in Sweat, and ſmeer'd with Dirt and Gore, 
they ſpurn the Sand, and thro' the Battle roar. Blac, 
The wanton Courſer thus, with Reins unhound, 
Th breaks from his Stall, and beats the trembling Ground : 
Pamper'd 
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Pamper'd and prone he ſeeks the wonted Tides, 
And laves, in Height of Blood, his ſhining Sides : Anc 
His Head, now freed, he toſles to the Skies, 


Or 

His Mane, diſhevel'd, o'er his Shoulders flies; To 
He ſnuffs the Females in the diſtant Plain, He 
And ſprings, exulting, to the Fields again. Pope Hu An. 
Pleas'd with the martial Noiſe, he ſnuffs the Air, He 
And ſmells the duſty Battle from afar ; Ila. Bel 
Neighs to the Captain's'Thunder, and the Shouts of War, ] 
Swift as a Dove purſu'd, or Mountain Hind, At 
His ninible Feet could overtake the Wind ; An 
Leave flying Darts, and ſwifter Storms behind. Th 
As Eagles fleet, Ne 

And fierce in Fight, their Noſtrils breath'd a Flame; Of 
O'er Fields of Death they whirl the rapid Car, Ar 


And break the Ranks, and thunder thro? the War. Pepe Hen Ar 
Practis'd alike to turn, to ſtop, to chace 
To dare the Shock, or urge the rapid Race. Pope Hi. 
Thus form'd for Speed, he challenges the Wind, Ai 
And leaves the Scythian Arrow far behind. 
He ſcours along the Field with looſen'd Reins, 
And treads fo light, he ſcarcely prints the Plains. Dryd. Vin, 
In ſuch a Shape grim Saturn did reſtrain 
His heav'nly Limbs, and flow'd with ſuch a Mane: 
When halt ſurpriz'd, and fearing to be ſeen, 
The Leacher gallop'd from his jealous Queen; 
Ran up the Ridges of the Rocks amain : Vi. 
And with ſhrill Neighings filPd the neighb'ring Plain. Dr, 
Wanton with Lite, and bold with native Heat, 
With thund'ring Feet he paws the trembling Ground, 
He ſtrikes out Fire, and ſpurns the Sand around: 
Does with loud Neighings make the Valley ring, 
And with becoming Pride his Foam around him fling. 
So light he treads, he leaves no Mark behind, 
As it indeed deicended from the Wind ; 
And yet ſo ſtrong, he does his Rider bear, 
As it he felt no ** but the Air. 
A Cloud of Smoke from his wide Noſtrils flies, 
And his hot Spirits brighten in his Eyes. 
At the ſhrill Trumpet's Sound he pricks his Ears, 
With brave Delight ſurveys the glitt'ring Spears, 
And covetous of War, upbraids the Cowards Fears. Blac. 
Freed trom his Keepers thus, with broken Reins, 
The wantou Courſer prances o'er the Plains; 


Or 
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Or in the Pride of Youth o'erleaps the Mounds, 

And ſnuffs the Females in forbidden Grounds ; 

Or ſeeks his Wat'ring in the well-known Flood, | 

To quench his Thirſt, and cool his fi'ry Blood; 

He ſwims luxuriant in the liquid Plain, | 
1 And o'er his Shoulder flows his waving Mane : 

He neighs, he ſnorts, he bears his Head on high; 
. Before Tis ample Cheſt the frothy Waters fly, Dryd. Virg. | 
. He ſought the Courſers of the Thracian Race: | 

At his Approach they toſs their Heads on high, | 
And proudly neighing, promiſe Victory. | 
The Prifts of Thracian Snow were ſcarce ſo white, Des | 
Nor Northern Winds in Fleetneſs match'd their Flight : | 
Officious Grooms ſtand ready by their Side ; 11 

And ſome with Combs their flowing Manes divide, 
And others ſtroke their Cheſt, and gently ſooth their Pride. 


(Dryd. Jing. 
I. White were his Fetlocks, and his Feet before; 
And on his Front a ſnowy Star he bore. Dryd. Firg. 


The Beaſt was ſturdy, large and tall, 
With Mouth of Meal, and Eyes of Wall ; 
in I would ſay Eye, for he'ad but one, 
As moſt agree, tho' ſome ſay none. 
He was well ſtay'd, and in his Gate 
Preſerv'd a grave majeſtick State: 
; At Spur or Switch no more he ſkipp'd, 
iſt; Or mended Pace, than Spaniard Whip'd; 
7” | And yet ſo fi'ry, he would bound, 
As if he griev'd to touch the Ground ; 
That Cz/ar's Horſe, who, as Fame goes, 
Had Corns upon his Feet and Toes, 
Was not by half ſo tender hoof'd! 
Nor trod upon the Ground ſo ſoft : 
And as that Beaſt would kneel or itoop 
(Some write) to take his Rider up; 
So Hudibras's 4 tis well known) 
Would often do to ſet him down, 


His ſtrutting Ribs on both Sides ſhow'd 
Like Furrows he himſelf had plow'd ; 
For underneath the Skirt of Pannel, 
Twixt ev'ry two there was a Channel, 
His draggling Tail hung in the Dirt, 
Which on his Rider he would flirt ; 
" Vol. I. O Otill 
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Still as his tender Side he prick'd, f 

With arm'd Heel, or, with unarm'd, kick'd; 

For Hudibras wore but one Spur, 

As wiſely knowing could he itir 

To active Trot one Side of's Horſe, 

The other would not hang an arſe. Hud. 


| HORSE-RACE. 

The Signal giv'n by the ſhrill Trumpets Sound, 
The Courſers ſtart, and ſcour along the Ground : 
So Boreas ſtarting from his Northern Goal, 

Sweeps o'er the Mountains to the adverſe Pole: 

His furious Wings the flying Clouds remove 

From the blue Plains and ſpacious Wilds above : 

Inſulting o'er the Seas he loudly roars, 

And ſhoves the tumbling Billows to the Shores, 

While for the Palm the ſtraining Steeds contend, 

Beneath. their Hoofs the Graſs doth ſcarcely bend; 

| So long and ſmooth their Strokes, ſo ſwift they paſs, 

| That the Spectators of the noble Race 

Can ſcarce diſtinguiſh by their doubtful Eye, 

Tf on the Ground they run, or in the Air they fly. 

| So when the Earth ſmiles with a Summer's Ray, 

| And wanton Swallows o'er the Valleys play, 

| In Sport each other they ſo ſwiftly Laſs 

Sweeping with eaſy Wings the Meadow's Face, 

They ſeem upon the Ground to fly a Race. 

O'er Hills and Dales the ſpeedy Courſers fly, 

And with thick Clouds of Duſt obſcure the Sky. 

With claſhing Whips the furious Riders tear 

Their Courſers Sides, and wound th' afflited Air, 

On their thick Manes the ſtooping Riders lie, 

Preſs forward, and would fain their Steeds outfly. 

By turns they are behind, 10 turns before; | 

Their Flanks and Sides all bath'd in Sweat and Gore. | 
Such Speed the Steeds, ſuch Zeal the Riders ſhew, | 
To reach bright Fame that ſwift before them flew. | 
Upon the laſt, with ſpurning Heels, the firſt 


Caſt Storms of Sand, and ſmoth'ring Clouds of Duſt : | 
The hindmoſt ſtrain their Nerves, and ſnort and blow, G 
And their white Foam upon the foremoſt throw : ] 


Eager of Fame, and of the promis'd Prize, 

'The Riders ſeize the Mark with greedy Eyes. 
Now Hope dilates, now Fear contracts their Breaſt, 

Alternately with Joy and Grief pofleſs'd ; Thu; 
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Thus far with equal Fate the Riders paſs, 
ſhould conquer in the Race, 
But now the Goal appearing, does excite 
New Warmth, and calls out all their youthful 8 
They laſh their Courſers Flanks with Crimſon dy'd, 
And ſtick their goring Spurs into their Side. 
Their native Courage, and the Rider's Stroke, 
T' exert their Force, the gen'rous Kind provoke. Blac. 


HO UND S. See Hunting. ; 
HUNTIN G. See Boar. Phy/ich. Stag. 
Now Cancer glows with Phebus' fi'ry Car, 
The Youth ruſh eager to the Sylvian War, 
Swarm o'er the Lawns, the Foreſt-Walk's ſurround, 
Rouze the fleet Hart, and chear the op'ning Hound. 
Th'impatient Courſer pants in ev? Vein, 
And, pawing, ſeems to beat the diſtant Plain : 
Hills, Vales and Floods appear already croſs'd ; 
And ere he ſtarts a — Steps are loſt. 
See! the bold Youth ſtrain up the threat'ning Steep, 
Ruſh thro? the Thickets, down the Valleys (weep, 
Hang o'er their Courſers Heads with eager Speed, 
And Earth rolls back beneath the flying Steed. Pope. 
Nor yet when moiſt Arcturus clouds the Sky, 
The Fields and Woods their pleaſing Toils deny: 


To Plains with well-breath'd Beagles we repair, 


And trace the Mazes of the circling Hare; 

Beaſts, taught by us, their fellow Beaſts purſue, 

And learn of Man each other to undo, Pope. 
Ten Brace, and more, of Greyhounds ſnowy fair, 

And tall as Stags, ran looſe, and cours'd around is Chair; 

A Match for Pards in Flight, in grappling for the Bear. 

(Dryd. Pal. & Arc. 

With Cries of Hounds thou may'ſt purſue the Fear 

Of flying Hares, or chaſe the fallow Deer; 

Rowlſe from their deſart Dens the briſtled Rage 

Of Boars, and beamy Stags in Toils engage. Dryd. Virg. 
So the ſtaunch Hound the trembling Deer purſues, 

And ſmells his Footſteps in the tainted Dews ; 

The tedious Track unrav'ling by degrees; 

But when the Scent comes warm in ev'ry Breeze, 

Fir'd at the near Approach, he ſhoots away 

On his full Stretch, and bears upon his Prey. Aad. 

O 2 
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Thus the bold Hound, that gives the Lion Chace, 

With beating Boſom, and with eager Pace, 

Hangs on his Haunch, or faſtens on his Heels, 

Guards as he turns, and circles as he wheels. Pope Hom, 
A noble Pack, or to maintain the Chace, 

Or ſnuff the Vapour from the ſcented Graſs. Add Oi. 
I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 

When in a Wood of Crete they bay'd the Boar 

With Hounds of Sparta. Never did I hear 

Such gallant Chiding ; for, beſides the Groves, 

The Skies, the Fountains, ev'ry Region near 

Seem'd all one mutual Cry. 1 never heard 

So muſical a Diſcord, ſuch ſweet Thunder! 

My Hounds are bred out of the Spartan Kind ; 

So flu'd, ſo ſanded, and their Heads are hung 

With Ears that ſweep away the Morning-Dew ; 

Crook-knee'd, and dew-lap'd like The/alian Bulls; 

Slow in Purſuit, but match'd in Mouths like Bells, 

Each under each: A Cry more tuneable { Night's Dream. 
Was never holloo'd to, nor chear'd with Horn. Shak, Mid/um. 
On Mountains will I chaſe 

Mix'd with the Wood-land Nymphs, the ſavage Race: 

Nor Cold ſhall hinder me with 1 and Hounds. 

To thrid the Thickets, or to leap the Mounds. 

And now, methinks, o'er ſteepy Rocks I go. Dryd. Virg. 

And ruſh thro' ſounding Woods, and bend the Parthian Bow. 
My Hounds ſhall make the Welkin anſwer them, 

And fetch ſhrill Echo from the hollow Earth. Shak. Taming 

( of the Shrew. 

From Hills and Dales the chearful Cries rebound ; 

ForEchohunts along, and propagates the Sound. Dryd. Virg. 
When thro' the Woods we chas'd the foaming Boar. 

With Hounds that open'd like Theſ/alian Bulls, 

Like Tygers flu'd, and ſanded as the Shore, 

With Ears and Cheſts that daſh'd the Morning Dew ; 

Driv'n with the Sport, as Ships are toſs'd in Storms, 

We ran like Winds, and matchleſs was our Courſe ; 

Now ſweeping o'er the Summit of a Hill, 

Now with a full Career came thund'ring down 

The Precipice, and 88 the Vale. Lee Theed. 
Now had they reach'd the Hills, and ſtorm'd the Seat 


Of ſavage Beaſts, in Dens, their laſt Retreat ; 

The Cry purſues the Mountain Goats ; they bound 

From Rock to Rock, and keep the craggy Ground py b 
uite 
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Quite otherwiſe the Stags, a trembling Train, 

In Herds unfingled ſcour the duſty Plain, 

And a long Chace in open View maintain. 

The glad A/canius, as his Courſer guides, 

Spurs thro” the Vale, and theſe, and thoſe out- rides. Dy. Virg. 

With well-breath'd Beagles you ſurround the Wood, 

And often have you brought the wily Fox 

To ſuffer for the Firſtlings of the Flocks ; 

Chas'd even amidſt the Folds, and made to bleed, 

Like Felons, where they did the murd'rous Deed. Dry. 
Th impatient Greyhound ſlip'd from far, 

Bounds o'er the Glebe to courſe the fearful Hare ; 

She in her Speed does all her Safety lay, 

And he with double Speed purſues the Prey ; 

O'erturns her at her fitting Turn, and licks 

His Chaps in vain, and blows upon the Flix. 

She *ſcapes, and for the neighbouring Covert ſtrives, 

And, gaining Shelter, doubts if yet ſhe lives. Dryd. Ovid. 


 Chaceoef 4 8 T A G. 
The youthful Train 
With Horns and Hounds a Hunting-Match ordain, 
And pitch their Toils around the ſhady Plain. 
The Pack is fir'd, they ſnuff, they vent, 
And feed their hungry Noftrils with the Scent : 
Twas of a well-grown Stag, whoſe Antlers riſe 
High o'er his Front, his Beams invade the Skies. Dryd. Virg. 
The unexpected Sound 
Of Dogs and Men his wakeful Ears does wound: 
Rous'd with the Noiſe, he ſcarce believes his Ear, 
Willing to think th' IIluſion of his Fear 
Had giv'n this falſe Alarm: but ſtrait his View 
Confirms that more than all his Fears 1s true. 
Betray'd in all his Strength, the Wood beſet, 
All Inſtruments, all Arts of Ruin met; 
He calls to mind his Strength, and then his Sped ; 
His winged Heels, and then his armed Head; 
With thoſe t'avoid, with this his Fate to meet, 
But Fear prevails, and bids him truſt his Feet, 
So faſt he flies, that his renewing Eye 
Has loſt the Chacers, and his Ears the Cry; 
Exulting, till he finds their nobler Senſe 
Their diſproportion'd Speed does recompence ; 
Q 3 Then 
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Then curſes his conſpiring Feet, whoſe Scent 
Betray that Safety which their Swiftneſs lent. 
Next tries his Friends ; among the baſer Herd, 
Where he ſo lately was obe 4 and fear'd, 

His ſafety ſeeks : The Herd, unkindly wiſe, 
Or chaces him from thence, or from him flies : 
Lake a declining Stateſman, left forlorn 

'To his F nende Pity, and Purſuers Scorn ; 

With Shame remembers, when himſelf was one 
Of the ſame Herd, himſelf the ſame had done. 
'Then to the Coverts, and the confcious Groves, 
'The Scenes of his paſt Triumphs and his Loves! 
Sadly ſurveying where he rang'd alone. 

Prince of the Soil, and all the Herd his own; 
And, like a bold Knight-Errant, did proclaim 
Combat to all, and bore away the Dame : 

And taught the Woods to echo to the Stream, 
His dreadful Challenge and his claſhing Beam: 
Yet faintly now declines the fatal Strife ; 

So much his Love was dearer than his Life ! 
Now ev'ry Leaf, and ev'ry moving Breath, 
Preſents a Foe, and ev'ry Foe a Death. 
Weary'd, forſaken, and purſu'd, at laſt 

All Safety in Deſpair of Safety plac'd, 

Courage he thence reſumes, reſolv'd to bear 
All their Aſſaults, ſince tis in vain to fear. 
And now too late he wiſhes, for the Fight, 
That Strength he waſted in ignoble Flight: 

But when he ſees the eager Chace renew'd, 
Himſelf by Dogs, the Dogs by Men purſu'd, 
He ſtrait revokes his bold Reſolve, and more 
Repents his Courage than his Fear before; 
Finds that uncertain Ways unſafeſt are, 

And Doubt a greater Miſchief than Deſpair: 


Then to the Stream, when neither Friends, nor Force, 


Nor Speed, nor Art avail, he ſhapes his Courſe; 
Thinks not their Rage ſo deſp' rate to eſſay 
An Element more mercileſs than they: 


But fearleſs they purſue, nor can the Flood = 
Quench their dire Thirſt; alas! they thirſt for Blood. 


So tow'rds the Ship the oar-finn'd Galleys ply, _ 
Which wanting Sea to ride, or Wind to fly, 
Stands but to tall reveng'd on thoſe that dare 
Tempt the laſt Fury of extreme Deſpair. 


EI ETC YT WW TT GY SCEAPFITIUAYYCY 80 


S 


Hunting the Boar. | 295 


So fares the Stag among th' enraged Hounds, 

Repels their Force, and Wounds returns for Wounds : 

| At length reſigns his Blood, 

And ſtains the Cryſtal with a Purple Flood. Denh, 


Hunting the BOAR. 
Some ſpread around 

The Toils ; ſome ſearch the Footſteps on the Ground; 
Some from the Chains the faithful Dogs unbound. 

Of Action eager, and intent in Thought, 

The Chiefs their honourable Dangers ſought. 

The Boar was rouz'd, and ſprung amain 

Like Lightning ſudden, on the Warriour Train: 

Beats down the Trees before him, ſhakes the Ground, 
The Foreſt echoes to the crackling Sound: 

Shout the fierce Youth, and Clamours ring around. 

All ſtood with their portended Spears prepar'd. 

With broad Steel Heads the brandiſh'd Weapons glar'd. 
The Beaſt, impetuous, with his 'Tuſks aſide 

Deals glancing Wounds ; the fearful Dogs divide, 

All ſpend their Mouths aloof, but none abide. 

Echion threw the firſt, but miſs'd his Mark, : 
And ftruck his Bow-ſpear in a Maple's Bark; . 
Then 7a/on, and his Jav'lin ſeem to take, 

But fail'd with Over-force, and whizz'd above his Back: 
Mop/us was next; 

He reach'd the Savage, but no Blood he drew. 

This chaf'd the Boar, his Noſtrils Flames expire, 

And his red Eye-balls, roll with living Fire. 

Whirl'd from a Sling, or from an Engine thrown 
Amid the Foes, ſo flies a mighty Stone, 

As flies the Beaſt : 'The left Wing put to flight, 

The Chiefs o'erborne, he rufhes on the right; 
Empalamos and Pelagon he laid | 
In Duſt, and next to Death, but for their Fellows Aid. 
One/imus far'd worſe, prepar'd to fly, 

The fatal Fang drove — within his Thigh, 

And cut the Nerves: The Nerves no more ſuſtain 


The Bulk; the Bulk, unprop'd, falls headlong on the Plain. 


Againſt a Stump his Tuſk the Monſter grinds, 
And in the ſharpen'd Edge new Vigour finds. 
Then truſting in his Arms, young Ozhrys found, 
And ranch'd his Hip with one continu'd Wound, 
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And now both Leda's Twins, in act to throw, 

Their trembling Lances brandiſh'd at the Foe; 

Nor had they miſs'd, but he to Thickets fled, 

Conceal'd from aiming Spears, nor pervious to the Steed. 
But Telamon ruſh'd in, and hap'd to meet 
A riſing Root that held his faſten'd Feet; 

So down he fell, whom ſprawling on the Ground, 

His Brother from the Wooden Gyves unbound. 

Mean time the Virgin-Huntreſs was not flow 

T' expel the Shaft from her contracted Bow ; 

Beneath his Ear the faſten'd Arrow ſtood, 

And from his Wound appear'd the trickling Blood : Z 
She bluſh'd for Joy, a virtuous Envy ſeiz'd the Crew; 
They ſhout, the ſhouting animates their Hearts, 

And all at once employ their thronging Darts ; 

But out of Order thrown, in Air they join, 

And Multitude makes fruſtrate the Deſign. : 

With both his Hands the proud Anceus takes, 

And flouriſnes his Jockls-hiting Ax; 

Then forward to his Fate he took a Stride 


Before the reſt, and to his Fellows cry'd, 


The Boar is doom'd; then ſtretch'd on Tip-toe flood, 
Secure to make his empty Promiſe gran 

But the more wary Beaſt prevents the Blow, 

And upwards rips the Groin of his audacious Foe. 
Anceus falls; his Bowels from the Wound 

Guſh'd out, and clotter'd Blood diſtain'd the Ground. 
Perithous, no ſmall Portion of the War, 


Preſs'd on, and ſhook his Lance, his Jav'lin threw, 


Hiſſing in Air th' unerring Weapon flew ! 


But on an Arm of Oak, that ftood betwixt 


The Marks-man and the Mark, his Lance he fx'd, 
Once more bold Jaſon threw, but fail'd to wound 
'The Boar, and flew an undeſerving Houud ; 

And thro? the Dog the Dart was nail'd to Ground. 
Two Spears from Meleager's Hand was ſent 

With equal Force, but various in th' Event; 


The firſt was fix'd in Earth, the ſecond ſtood 
On the Boar's briſtled Back, and deeply drank his Blood. 


Now while the tortur'd Savage turns around, 

And flings about his Foam, impatient of the Wound, 
The Wound's great Author, cloſe at hand, provokes 
His Rage, —_ lies him with redoubled Strokes ; 
Wheels as he wheels, and with his | pos Dart 
Explores the neareſt Paſſage to hi, I 
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Quick, and more quick, he ſpins in giddy Gires, 
Then falls, and in much Foam his Soul expires. 
This Act, with Hands Heav'n high, the friendly Band 
Applaud, and ſtrain in theirs the Vigor Hand. 
Then all approach the Slain with vaſt Surprize, 
Admire on what a Breadth of Earth he lies: 
And ſcarce ſecure, reach out their Spears afar,( Dryd. Ovid. 
And blood their Points to prove their Partnerſhip of War. 


HUNTRESS. 
Grace of the Woods ! A Di'mond Buckle bound 
Her Veſt behind, which elſe had flow'd upon the Ground. 
And ſhew'd her buſkin'd Legs: Her Head was bare, 
But for her native Ornament of Hair, 
Which in a ſimple Knot was ty'd above : | 
Sweet Negligence ! unheeded Bait of Love! 
Her — — Quiver on her Shoulder ty'd, 
One Hand a Dart, and one a Bow ſupply'd. 
Such was her Face, as in a Nymph. diſplay'd 
A fair fierce Boy, or in a Boy betray'd 
The bluſhing Beauties of a modeſt Maid. Dryd. Ovid. 
A FHuntreſs in her Habit, and her Mien; 
Her Dreſs a Maid, her Air confeſs'd a Queen: 
Bare were her Knees, and Knots her Garments bind, 


Looſe was her Hair, and wanton'd in the Wind: (Vir. 
Her Hand ſuſtain'd a Bow, her Quiver hung behind. Dryd. 
She croſs'd the Lawn, or in the Foreſt ſtray'd, 
A painted Quiver at her Back ſhe bore, 
Vary'd with Spots, a Linx's Hide ſhe wore : 
bd: at full Cry purſu'd the tulky Boar.  Dryd. Virg. 
| Expert in the Chace, 
In Woods and Wilds to wound the ſavage Race, 
Diana taught her all her ſylvan Arts, 
To bend the Bow, and aim unerring Darts, Pope Hom. 


| HURRICANE. 
As when two adverſe Hurricanes ariſe, 

Muſt'ring their ſtormy Forces in the Skies. 
Of equal Fury, and of equal Force, 
Againſt each other bend their rapid Courſe ; 
The Clouds their Lines extend in black Array, 
And Front to Front a fearful War diſplay. 
Exploded Flames againſt each other fly, 


And fiery Arches vault Re: enlighten Sky: 
| 5 
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Thunder gainſt Thunder roars, Lightnings gainſt Light- 
Nor Flames, nor Winds, nor Waves, nor Clouds will yield, 
But equal Strength maintains a doubtful Field. Blac. 


HUS BAN D and WI F E. See Marriage. 

Are we not one? Are we not join'd by Heav'n? 

Each interwoven with the other's Fate? 

Are we not mix'd like Streams of meeting Rivers, 

Whoſe blended Waters are no more diſtinguiſh'd, 

But roll into the Sea one common Flood ? Rowe Fair Pen. 
Force, and the Will of our imperious Rulers 

May bind two Bodies in one wretched Chain ; 

But Minds will fill look back to their own Choice, 

So the poor Captive in a foreign Realm 

Stands on the Shore, and ſends his Wiſhes back 

To the dear native Land from whence he came. Rowe Fair Pen, 
We think it Merit blindly to beheve 

"Thoſe pious Falſhoods we from Prieſts receive. 


The doubting Wife we brand with Hereſy. 

Huſbands ſhould more than the Religious ſtrive, 

Blindly to truſt, and blindly to believe. D' Av. Circ. 
What can be ſweeter than our native Home? 

Thither for Eafe, and ſoft Repoſe we come. 

Home is the ſacred Refuge of our Life, 

Secur'd from all * but a Wife. 

If thence we fly, the Cauſe admits no Doubt; 

None but an inmate Foe could force us out: 

Clamours our Privacies uneaſy make; (fake. Dryd. Auren. 

Birds leave their Nuſts diſturb'd, and Beaſts theirHaunts for- 
When Souls, that ſhould agree to will the ſame, 


To have one common Object for their Wiſhes, 


Look diff rent ways, regardleſs of each other, 
Think what a Train of Wretchedneſs enſues ! 
Love ſhall be baniſh'd from the genial Bed ; 


The Nights ſhall all be lonely and unquiet ; 


And ev'ry Day ſhall be a Day of Cares. Rowe Fair Pen. 
What tho? ſome Fits of ſmall Conteſt 
Sometimes fall out among the beſt ? 
'That makes no Breach of Faith or Love, 
But rather (ſometimes) ſerves t' improve: 
For, as in Running, ev'ry Pace 
Is but between two Legs a Race; 


W —— 


aa i tr Sl. 4 


Þ 
I 
I 
4 
I 
4 
I 


„ RX  ] 
1 * 


Huſband and Wife. 


In which both do their uttermoſt 
To get before, and win the Poſt ; 
Yet when they're at their Race's ends, 
They're till as kind and conſtant Friends: 
And to relieve their Wearineſs, 
By turns give one another Eaſe : 
So all the falſe Alarms of Strife 
Between the Huſband and the Wife, 
And little Quarrels, often prove 
To be but new Recruits of Love : 
When thoſe who're always kind or coy. 
In time muſt either tire or cloy, 
In all Amours a Lover burns 
With Frowns, as well as Smiles, by turns : 
And Hearts have been as oft with ſullen, 
As charming Looks, ſurpriz'd and ſtol'n: 
Then why thould more 
Some Lovers not as much enamour ? 
For Diſcords make the ſweeteſt Airs : 
And Curſes are a Kind of Pray'rs. 

And yet of Marriage-Bands I'm we oon; 
Love ſcorns all Ties, but thoſe that are his own: 
Chains that are dragg'd, muſt needs uneaſy prove, 
For there's a God-hke Liberty in Love! 

Sure, of all Ills domeſtick are the work : 
When we lay next us what we hold moſt dear, 
Like Hercules, invenom'd Shirts we wear, 
And cleaving Miſchiefs. 

Secrets of Marriage ſtill are facred held : 
Their Sweet and Bitter by the Wiſe conceal'd. 
Errors of Wives reflect on Huſbands till ; 

And when divulg'd, proclaim they've choſen ill: 
And the myſterious Pow'r of Bed and Throne 


Should always be maintain'd, but rarely ſhown. Dryd. Auren. 


Men's Eyes are not fo ſubtle to perceive 
My inward Miſery : I bear my Grief 
Hid from the World. How am I wretched then? 
For aught I know, all Huſbands are like me; 
And every Man I talk to of his Wife, 
Is but a Well-Deſſembler of his Woes, 
As I am. 
Few know what Care a Huſband's Peace deftroys 
His-real Griefs, and his diſſembled Joys. Dryd. 1s 


witching Clamour 


Dryd. Auren. 


Dryd. Auren. 


Beau. Maid's Tragedy. 
ad. Emp. 
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With gaudy Plumes, and jingling Bells made proud, 
The youthful Beaſt ſets forth, and neighs aloud : 
A Morning Sun his tinſel'd Harneſs gilds, 
— wc firſt Stage a down-hill Green-ſward yields. 
ut oh ! 
What rugged Ways attend our Noon of Life !- 
Our Sun declines ; and with what anxious Strife, 
What Pains, we tug that gauling Load, a Wife ! 
All Courſers the firft Heat with Vigour run, 


But tis with Whip and Spur the Race is won. Con. Old. Batch. 


HYPOCRISY. 
Hypocriſy, the thriving'ſt Calling, 
The only Saint's-Bell that rings all in: 

In which all Churches are concern'd, 

And 1s the eaſieſt to be learn'd. 

For no Degrees, unleſs th'employ it, 

Can ever gain much, or enjoy it. 

A Gift that is not only able 

To domineer among the Rabble ; 

But by the Law's impow'r'd to rout, 

And awe the Greateſt that ſtand out; 

Which few hold forth againſt, for fear 
Their Hands ſhould flip, and come too near: 

For no Sin elſe, among the Saints, 


ils taught fo tenderly againſt. Hud. 


Seeming Devotion does but gild a Knave, 
That's neither faithful, honeſt, juſt, nor brave: 
But where Religion does with Virtue join, 


It makes a Hero like an Angel ſhine. Wall. 


Yet few are truly by themſelves expreſs'd : 
He that ſeems virtuous, does but act a Part, 


And ſhows not his own Nature, but his Art. How. Ve. Virg. 


JAVELIN. 
She wrench'd the Jav'lin with her dying Hands; 
But wedg'd within her Breaſt the Weapon ſtands: 


The Wood the draws, the ſteely Point Remains, Dryd. Virg. 


Pois'd in his lifted Arm, his Lance he threw : 
The winged Weapon, whiſtling in the Wind, 
Came driving on, nor miſs'd the Mark deſign'd. 
The Shield gave way : through treble Plates it went 
Of ſold Brafs, of Linen trebly roll'd, 
And three Bull-hides which round the Buckler fold, 


All 
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All theſe it paſs'd, reſiſtleſs in the Courſe, 

Tranſpierc'd his Thigh, and ſpent its dying Force. Dr. Virg. 
His feeble Hand a Javelin threw, 

Which, fluttering ſeem'd to loiter as it flew ; 

Juſt, and but barely, to the Mark it held, 

And faintly tinkled on the brazen Shield, Dryd. Virg. 


JEALOUSY, 
The Care, the higher Paſſion ſhews : 
We hold that deareſt, we moſt fear to loſe. 
Diſtruſt in Lovers is too warm a Sun, 
But yet 'tis Night in Love when that is gone: 
And in thoſe Climes, which moſt his Scorching know, (Gran. 
He makes the nobleſt Fruits and Metals grow. Dryd. Cong. of 
What Arts can blind a jealous Woman's Eyes ? 
Love the firſt Motion of the Lover hears, 
Quick to preſage, and ev'n in Safety fears. Dryd. Virg. 
ealouſy is a noble Crime; 
Tis the high Pulſe of Paſſion in a Fever; 
A ſickly Draught, but ſhews a burning Thirſt. Dryd. Amphit. 
For jealouſy is but a kind 
Of Clap, or Crincam of the Mind: 
The natural Effect of Love, 
As other Pains and Aches prove. Had. 
Ah! Why are not the Hearts of Women known? 
Falſe Women to new Joys unſeen can move, 
There are no Prints left in the Paths of Love: 
All Goods beſides by publick Marks are known, (Gran. p. 2. 
But that we moſt defire to keep has none. Dryd. Cong. of 
No Sign of Love in jealous Men remains, (of Gran. p. 2. 
But that which ſick Men have of Life, their Pains. Dryd. Cong. 
Small Jealouſies, tis true, inflame Deſire, 
The Great not fan, but quite put out the Fire. Dryd. Auren. 
- O Jealouſy ! thou raging Ill ! 
Why haſt thou found a Place in Lover's Hearts ; 
Afflicting what thou can'ſt not kill, { Alban. 
And pois'ning Love himſelf with his own Darts. Dryd. Alb. 
What State of Life can be ſo bleſt | 
As Love that warms a Lover's Breaſt ? 
Two Souls in one; the ſame Deſire 
To grant the Bliſs, and to require. 
But if in Heay*n a Hell we find, 
'Tis Jealouſy, thou Tyrant of the Mind! An: 


Fealouſy. 
All other Ills, tho' ſharp they prove, 
Serve to refine and perfect Love: 
In Abſence, or unkind Diſdain, 
Sweet Hope relieves the Lover's Pain. 


Thou art the Fire of endleſs Night, Trium. 
The Fire that burns, and gives no Light. Dryd. Love 


What Tortures can there be in Hell 
Compar'd to thoſe fond Lovers feel, 
When, doating on ſome Fair-one's Charms, 
They think ſhe yields them to their Rival's Arms ? 
As Lions, tho? they once were tame, 
Yet if ſharp Wounds their Rage inflame, 
Lift up their ſtormy Voices, roar, 
And tear the Keepers they obey'd before. 
So fares the Lover, when his Breaſt 
By jealous Frenzy is poſſeſs'd : 
Forſwears the Nymph for whom he burns, 
Yet ſtrait to-her, whom he forſwears, returns. 
But when the Fair reſolves his Doubt, 
'T ne Love comes in, the Fear goes out ; 
The Cloud of Jealouſy's diſpeli'd, 
And the bright Sun of Innocence reveal'd : 
With what ſtrange Rapture is he bleſt! 
Raptures, too great to be expreſs'd ! 
Tho? hard the 8 to endure, 
Who would not have the Sickneſs for the Cure? Valſb. 
Love reigns a very Tyrant in my Heart; 
Attended on his Throne by all his Guard 


Of furious Wiſhes, Fears, and nice Suſpicions. Otæav. Orpb. 


Think'ſt thou PII make a Life of Jealouſy, 
To follow ftill the Changes of the Moon 


With freſh Surmiſes ? No, to be once in doubt, 


Is to be refolv'd. But yet, Jago, 
III ſee before I doubt: When I doubt, prove; 
And on the Proof there is no more but this, 
Away at once with Love or Jealouſy. 

If I do prove her Haggard. 
Tho' that her Jeſſes were my deareſt Heart-ſtrings, 
I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the Wind, 
To prey at Fortune. 
Villain! be ſure thou prove my Love a Whore; 
Be ſure of it! give me the ocular Proof, 
Or by the Worth of my eternal Soul, 
Thou hadſt much better have been born a Dog, 
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Than anſwer my wak'd Wrath : 
Make me to ſee it, or at leaſt fo prove it, 
'That the Probation bear no Hinge, no L 
To hang a Doubt on, or Woe upon thy Life ; 
If thou doſt ſlander her, and torture me, | 
Never pray more, abandon all Remorſe, 
On Horrour's Head Horrour accumulate, 
Do Deeds to make Heav'n weep, all Earth amaz'd, 
For nothing can'ſt thou to Damnation add 
Greater than that. 
Give me a living Reaſon ſhe's diſloyal, 
F'll have ſome Proof: My Name, that was as freſh 
As Diar's Viſage, is now begrim'd and black 
As my own Face. If there be Cords or Knives, 
Poiſon or Fire, or ſuffocating Steams, 
PII not endure it: I'll be fatisfy'd. 

It is impoſſible you ſhould fee this ; 

But yet, I fay, 

If Imputation and ſtrong Circumſtances, 
Which lead directly to the Door of Truth, 
Will give you Satisfaction, you may have it. 

Oh that the Slave had forty thouſand Lives ; 
One is too poor, too weak for my Revenge ! 
Now do] ſee *tis true! Look here, Jago 
All my fond Love thus do I blow to — Tis gone! 
Ariſe black Vengeance from the hollow Hell ! 
Yield up, O Love, thy Crown and hearted 'Throne 
To tyrannous Hate! Swell, Boſom, with thy Fraught, 
For tis of Aſpicks Tongues. Like to the Pontick Sea, 
Whoſe icy Current, and compulſive Courſe, 
Ne'er knows retiring Ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick and the Helliſpont; 
Ev'n ſo my bloody Thoughts, with violent Pace, 
Shall n'er 4 back, nc' er ebb to humble Love, 
Till that a capable and a wide Revenge 
Swallow them up. Shak. Otbel. 

Oh! you have done an AR, 
That blots the Face, and Bluſh of Modeſty ; 
Calls Virtue Hypocrite, takes off the Roſe 
From the fair Forehead of an innocent Love, 
And makes a Bliſter there: Makes Marriage- Vows 
As falſe as Dicers Oaths. Oh ſuch a Deed ! 
Heav'n's Face does glow at it. | 


Yea, this Solidity and compound Maſs, 
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With triſtful Viſage, as + the Doom, 
Is Thought-fick. at the Act. 

Thou art as honeſt 
As Summer Flies are in the Shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou Weed, 
Who art ſo lovely fair, and look'ſt ſo ſweet, 
That the Senſe akes at thee | 
Was this fair Paper, this moſt goodly Book 
Made to write Whore upon? O thou publick Commoner ! 
I ſhould make very Forges of my Cheeks, 
'That would to Cinders burn up Modeſty, 
Did I but ſpeak thy Deeds. 
Heav'n ſtops the Noſe at it, and the Moon winks ; 
The bawdy Wind, that kiſſes all it meets, 
Is huſh'd within the hollow Mine of Earth, 
And will not hear it. 

Let Ignominy brand thy hated Name, 
Let modeſt Matrons at thy Mention ſtart ; 
And bluſhing Virgins, when they read our Annals, 

Skip o'er the Suu, Page that holds thy Legend, 

a blots the noble Work. Shak. Troil. & Cre/. 
Had it pleas'd Heav'n 

To try me with Afflictions: Had they rain'd 

All kinds of Sores and Shames on my bare Head, 

Steep'd me in Poverty to the very we 

Giv'n to Captivity me and my utmoſt Ho 

I ſhould have found in ſome Place of my Soul 

A Drop of Patience. But alas! to make me 

The fixed Figure for the Time of Scorn, 

To point his flow and moving Finger at! 

Yet could I bear that too ! well! very well ! 

But there, where I had garner'd up my Heart, 

Whereeither 1 muſt live, or bearno Life ; 

The Fountain from the which my Current runs, 

Or elſe dries up: To be diſcarded thence, 

Or keep it as a Ciſtern for foul Toads 

To knot and gender in! Turn thy Complexion there, 

Patience, thqu young and roſe-lip'd Cherubim, 

I here look grim as Hell. Shak. Othel. 

O! plague me, Heay'n, plague me with all the Woes 
That Man can ſuffer! Root up my Poſſeſſions, 
Ship-wreck my far-ſought Ballaſt in the Haven, 

Fire all my Cities, burn my Dukedoms down, 


Let midnight Wolves howl in my deſart Chambers, 


Shak. Haml, 


Shak. Othel, 


May 
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May the Earth yawn ! ſhatter the Frame of Nature 
Let the wreck'd Orbs in Whirlwinds round me move ! 
But ſave me from the Rage of jealous Love] Lee Cæſ. Borg. 
For oh! what damned Minutes tells he ober, COrbel. 
Who doats, yet doubts; ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves ? Shak. 
And Doubts and Fears to = will turn, 


The hotteſt Hell in which a Heart can burn. Coaul. 
How frait, how cowardly is Woman's Mind! 

We ſhriek at Thunder, dread the ruſtling Wind; c 

And glitt'ring Swords the brighteſt Eyes will blind. 


Yet when ſtrong Jealouſy inflames the Soul, 
The Weak will roar, and Calms to Tempeſts roul. Lee Alex. 
Torment me with this horrid Rage no more; 
O ſmile ! and grant one reconciling Kiſs : 
Ye Gods! ſhe's kind, I'm Ecſtacy all o'er! 
My SouPs too narrow to contain my Bliſs ! 
: Thou pleaſing Torture of my Breaſt ! 
Sure thou wert form'd to plague my Reſt ! 
Since both the Good and Ill you do, alike my Peace deſtroy, 
This kills me with Exceſs of Grief, that with Exceſs — Joy. 


IGNORANCE. 
Seeing _ we ſee our Woes, 
Then what avails us to have Eyes ? 
From Ignorance our Comfort flows, 
The only Wretched are the Wiſe. Prior. 
Tenorance, Diſcord's Parent by her ſtood, 
hed ok her Breaſt ſqueez'd Juice like blackiſh Blood, 
Her hateful Offspring's moſt delicious Food, 
A formidable Figure! black as Night! 
That does in Shades and Labyrinths delight; 
Exceeding herce, bu. deſtitute of Sight. 
A Crowd of howling Hell-hounds near her ftay'd, 
All hideous Forms! and her Commands obey'd. 
Contention, Zeal, inexorable Rage, 
And Strife, that wretched Mea in Arms engage; 
Various Diviſon, Malice, deadly Hate. 
That rend a Kingdom, and diſſolve a State. Blac. 


IMPRECATION S. See Curſe. 
Final Deſtruction ſeize on all the World: | 


Bend down, ye Heav*ns ! and ſhuttiug round this Earth, 
Cruſh the Vile Globe into its firſt Confuſion; 


Scorch. 
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Scorch it with elemental Flames to one curſt Cinder, 

And all us little Creepers in't, call'd Men, 

Burn, burn to nothing! But let Venice burn 

Hotter than all the reſt: Here kindle Hell 

Ne'er to extinguiſh ; and let Souls hereafter ( Pref. 

Groan herein all thoſe Pains which mine feels now. Ora. Ven. 
Ah ! that my ans could both the Poles embrace, 

And wreſt the World's ſtrong Pillars from their Baſe ! 

That all the crackling Frame might be disjoin'd, 

And bury in its Ruin Human Kind, Plar. 
That 1 could reach the Axle where the Pins are 

Which bolt this Frame, that I might pull 'em out, 

And pluck all into Chaos with myſelf ! 

Whowould not fallwith all the World about him? Fohn/. Catil. 
Oh that, as oft I have at Athens ſeen : 

The Stage ariſe, and the big Clouds deſcend ; 

So now in very Deed I might behold 

The pond'rous Earth, and all yon Marble Roof, 

Meet like the Hands of Jove, and cruſh Mankind: 

For all the Elements and all the Powers 

Celeſtial, nay, terreſtrial and infernal, 

ire the Rack of outcaſt Oedipus. 

Fall Darkneſs then, and everlaſting Night 

Shadow the Globe ! May the Sun never dawn ! 

The Silver Moon be blotted from her Orb! 

And for a univerſal Rout of Nature, 

Thro? all the inmoſt Chambers of the Sky, 

May there not be a Glimpſe, one ſtarry Spark ! 

But Gods meet Gods, and juſtle in the Dark ! 

That Jars may riſe, and Wrath divine be hurl'd, 

Which may to Atoms ſhake the ſolid World. Lee Oedip. 

Curſt be the Hour that gave me Birth! 

Confuſion and Diſorder ſeize the World, 

To ſpoil all Truſt and Converſe among Men ; 

*T wixt Families engender endleſs Feuds, 

In Countries needleſs Fears, in Cities Factions, 

In States Rebellion, and in Churches Schiſm ; 

Till all ___ move againſt the Courſe of Nature ; 

Till Forms diſſolv'd, the Chain of Cauſes broken, 

And the Original of Being loſt. Ora. Orph. 

| Looſen'd Nature, 
Leap from its Hinges, fink the Props of Heay'n, 
And fall the Skies to cruſh the nether World, Dryd. 11 
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IMPUDENCE. 
Get that great Gift and Talent Impudence, 
Accompliſh'd Mankind's higheſt Excellence ; 
Tis that alone prefers, alone makes great, 
Confers alone Wealth, Titles, and Eſtate ; 
Gains Place at Court, can make a Fool a Peer, 
An Aſs a Biſhop ; can vil'ſt Blockheads rear 
To wear red Hats, and fit in ny Chair: 
Tis Learning, Parts and Skill, and Wit and Senſe, 
Worth, Merit, Honour, Virtue, Innocence. Olab. 
For he that has but Impudence, 
To all Things has a fair Pretence; 
And put among his Wants but Shame, 
To all the World he may lay Claim. Hud. 


INCEST. 
Nature abhors 
To be forc'd back again upon her ſelf, 
And, like a Whirlpool, ſwallow her own Streams. Dryd.Oedip. 
Cuſtom our native Royalty does awe, 
Promiſcuous Love is Nature's eldeſt Law: 
For whoſever the firſt Lovers were, 
Brother and Siſter made the ſecond Pair ; 
And doubled by their Love their Piety. Dryd. Aurens 
Then is it Sin ? or makes my Mind alone 
Th'imagin'd Sin? for Nature makes it none. 
What Tyrant then theſe envious Laws began ? 
Made not for any other Beaſt but Man: 
The Father-Bull his Daughter may beitride, 
The Horſe may make his Mother-Mare a Bride. 
What Piety forbids the luſty Ram, 
Or more ſalacious Goat, to rut their Dam ? 
The Hen 1s free to wed the Chick ſhe bore, 
And make a Huſband whom ſhe hatch'd before. 


Whom not ill-natur'd Laws from Pleaſure bind, 
Nor Thoughts of Sin diſturb their Peace of Mind. 
But Man a Slave of his own making lives; 

The Fool demies himſelf what Nature gives. 

Too buſy Senates, with an Over-care, 

To make us better than our Kind can bear, 

Have daſh'd a Spice of Envy in the Laws. 

And, ſtraining up too high, have ſpoil'd the Cauſe. 


All Creatures elſe are of a ney ag Kind, c | 
r 


Yet 
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Yet ſomg wiſe Nations break the cruel Chains, 

And own no Laws but thoſe which Love ordains ; 
Where happy Daughters with their Sires are join'd, < 
And Piety 1s doubly paid in Kind. 

O that I had been born in ſuch a Clime ! | 

Not here, where *tis the Country makes the Crime. 

But whither would my impious Fancy ftray ! 

Hence Hopes, and ye forbidden Thoughts away.Dryd.Ovwid 


INCONSTANCY. See Conflancy. Falſe. 
| I never yet could ſee that Face 
Which had no Dart for me; 
From fifteen Years to fiſty's Space 
They all victorious be. 
Colour or Shape, good Limbs or Face, 
Goodneſs or Wit in allI find 
In Motion or in Speech a Grace : 
If all fail, yet *tis Woman- kind. 
If tall, the Name of Proper ſlays ; 
If fair, ſhe's pleaſant as the Light; 
If low, her Prettineſs does pleaſe ; 
If black, what Lover loves not Night ? 
The Fat, like Plenty, fills my Heart; 
The Lean, with Love, es me ſo too; 
If ſtreight, her Body's Cupid's Dart a 
To me; if crooked, tis his Bow. 
Nay, Age itſelf does me to Rage incline, 
And Strength to Women gives, as well as Wine. 
Him, who loves always one, why ſhould we call 
More conſtant, than the Man loves always all? 
All my paſt Life is mine no more, 
The flying Hours are gone, 
Like tranſitory Dreams giv'n o'er, 
Whoſe Images are kept in Store 
By Memory alone, 
Whatever is to come, is not; 
How can it then be mine? 
The preſent Moment's all my Lot, 
And that as faſt as it 1s got, 
Phillis is wholly thine. 
Then talk not of Inconſtancy, 
Falſe Hearts, and broken 
If I by Miracle can be 
This live-long Minute true to thee, 
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'Tis all that Heav'n allows. Roch, 
For as a Pythagorean Soul 

Runs thro” all Beaſts, and Fiſh and Fowl ; 

And has a Smack of ev'ry one; 

So Love does, and has ever done : 

And therefore, tho? tis ne'er ſo fond, 

Talks ſtrangely to the Vagabond: 

"Tis but an Ague that's reverſt, 

Whoſe hot Fit takes the Patient firſt ; 

That after burns with Cold as much 

As Ice in Greenland does the Touch: 

Melts in the Furnace of Deſire, 

Like Glaſs, that's but the Ice of Fire: 

And when his Heat of Fancy's over, 

Becomes as hard and frail a Lover. Hud. 
Change 1s Fate, and not Deſign ; 

Love, like us, muſt Fate obey : 

Since *tis Nature's Law to change, 

Conſtancy alone is ſtrange, Roch, 

Inconſtancy's the Plague, that firſt or laſt 
Taints the whole Sex, the catchingCourt-diſeaſe, Lec Mitbrid. 


INFIRMARY. 

Immediately a Place 
Before his Eyes appear'd, ſick, noiſom, dark: 
A Lazar-Houſe it ſeem'd, wherein were laid 
Numbers of all Diſeaſed, all Maladies. 
Dire was the toſſing, deep the Groans : Deſpair 
Tended the Sick, buſy from Couch to Couch ; 
And over them triumphant Death his Dart 
Shook, but delay'd to ſtrike, tho? oft invok'd 
With Vows, as their chief Good and final Hope. Milt. 


INGRATITUDE. 
Ingratitude's the Growth of every Clime. Dryd. Don Seb. 
And in this thankleſs World the Givers ] 
Are envy'd ev'n by the Receivers : 
*Tis now the cheap and frugal Faſhion, 
Rather to hide than pay be Obligation : 
Nay, 'tis much worſe than fo, 
It now an Artifice does grow, 
Wrongs and Outrages to do, 
Leſt Men ſhould think we owe. Cowl. Pind. 
Fate 
I 


- 
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Fate ne'er ſtrikes deep but when Unkindnefs joins: He 
But there's a Fate in Kindneſs, Was 
Still to be leaſt return'd where moſt*tis given. Dryd. Sec. Lovi And 
So often try'd, and ever found fo true, To 
Has giv'n me Truſt, and Truſt has giv'n me Means See | 
Once to be falſe for all. | Dryd. Don Seu And 
He truſts us both! mark that! ſhall we betray him? 
A. Maſter who repoſes Life and Empire 
On our Fidelity ? I grant he 1s a Tyrant : Oh! 
That hated Name my Nature moſt abhors; To n 
More, as you ſay, has loaded me with Shame, Had 
Ev'n with the laſt Contmpt to ſerve Sebaſtian : Whe 
Vet more, I know he vacates my Revenge In D 
Which, but by this Revolt, I cannot compaſs. No FE 
But while he truſts me, *twere ſo baſe a Part Was 
To fawn and yet betray, I ſhould be hiſs'd Oh L 
And whoop'd in Hell for that Ingratitude. This 
Is not the Bread thou eat'ſt, the Robe thou wear'ſt, Lay | 
Thy Wealth and Honour, all, the pure Indulgence Secur 
Of him thou would'ſt deſtroy? A Fo. 
And would his Creature, nay, his Friend betray him? ITrea 
Why then no Bond is left on human Kind; Whe 
Diſtruſts, Debates, immortal Strifes enſue ; Is ſta 
Children may murder Parents, Wives their Huſbands; 
All muſt be Rapine, Wars and Deſolation, And 1 
When Truſt and Gratitude no longer bind. Dryd. Don Si b an 
Both falſe and faithleſs! The | 
Draw near, ye well-join'd Wickedneſs, ye Serpents, Do m 
Whom I have in my kindly Boſom warm'd, And 
Till Jam ſtung to Death. 
My whole Life 


Has been a golden Dream of Love and Frieneſhip ; 

But now I wake, I'm hke a Merchant rouz'd 

From ſoft Repoſe to ſee his Veſſel ſinking, 

And all his Wealth caſt o'er. Ingrateful Woman! 

Who follow'd me but as the Swallow Summer, 

Hatching her young ones in my kindly Beams, 

Singing her Flatteries to my morning Wake; 

But now my Winter comes, ſhe ſpreads her Wings, 

And ſeeks the Spring of Cæſar. Dryd. all fer Lov A. 

[Said of Cleopatra by Anthony And « 

He has prophan'd the ſacred Name of Friend O 

And worn it into Vileneſs. My u 


Wich how ſecure a Brow and ſpecious Form K 
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: He gilds the ſecret Villain ! Sure that Face 
Was meant for Honeſty ; but Heav'n miſ-match'd it, 
And furniſh'd Treaſon out with Nature's Pomp, 
To make its Work more eaſy. 
See how he ſets his Countenance for Deceit, 
d= And promiſes a Lye before he ſpeaks. Dryd. All for Lowe. 
? [. ðaid of Dollabela by Ant bony.] 
Two, two ſuch! 
Oh! there's no farther Name! Two ſuch to me ! 
To me, who lock'd my Soul within your Breaſt, 
Had no Defire, no Joy, no Life but you. 
When half the Globe was mine, I gave it you 
In Dowry with my Heart: I had no Uſe, 
No Fruit of all, but you ; a Friend and Miſtreſs 
Was all the World could give. Oh Cleopatra / 
Oh Dolabella ! hoy could you betray 
This tender Heart, which with an Infant Fondneſs 
Lay lull'd between your Boſoms, and there ſlept 
Secure of injur'd Faith ? I can forgive 
AFoe, but not a Miſtreſs and a Friend : 
Treaſon is there in its moſt horrid Shape, 
Where Truſt is greateſt ; and the Soul reſign'd, 
ls ſtabb'd by her own Guards. Dryd. All for Love. 
To break thy Faith, 
And turn a Rebel to ſo good a Maſter, 
Seh an Ingratitude unmatch'd on Earth: 
The firſt revolting Angel's Pride could only 
Do more than thou haſt done: Thou copy'ſt well, 
And keep'ſt the black Original in view. Rowe T amerl, 


INNOCENCE. | 
Virtue, dear Friend, needs no Defence ; 
The ſureſt Guard is Innocence : 
None knew, till Guilt created Fear, 
What Darts or poiſon'd Arrows were. 
Integrity undaunted goes 
Thro' Libyan Sands and Scythian Snows, 
Or where Hydaſpe's wealthy Side 
Pays Tribute to the Perfian Pride. Roſc. Hor. 
0 A generous Fierceneſs dwells with Innocence, 
cn And conſcious Virtue is allow'd ſome Pride, Dr, d. Cedip. 
O that I had my Innocence again ! 
My untouch'd Honour! But I wiſh in vain; 1 


H 
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The Fleece that has been by the Dyer ſtain'd, 

Never again its native Whiteneſs gain'd. Wall, 
Happy the Innocent, whoſe equal Thoughts 

Are free from Anguiſh, as they are from Faults, Wall, 


INSECTS. See Creation. 

Thus when the Mile from Pharian Fields is fled, 
And ſeeks with ebbing Tides his antient Bed ; 
The fat Manure with ey Fire is warm'd, 
And crufted Creatures, as in Wombs, are form'd : 
Theſe, when they turn the Glebe, the Peaſants find 
Some rude, and yet unfiniſh'd in their Kind; 
Short of their Limbs, a lame imperfe& Birth, 
One half alive, and one of lifeleſs Earth. Dryd. Ovid, 


INTEREST, 
Intereſt, ever join'd 


With Fraud, unworthy of a noble Mind. Pope Hom, 


Intereſt 1s the moſt prevailing Cheat ; 

The fly Seducer both of Age and Youth, 

They ludy that, and think they ſtudy Truth. 

Where Int'reſt fortifies an Argument, | 

Weak Reaſon ſerves to gain the Will's Aﬀent ; & Panth. 

For Souls already warp'd receive an eaſy Bent. Dryd. Hind. 
Int'reſt, that bold Impoſer on our Fate, 

That always to dark Ends miſ-guides our Wills, 

And with falſe Happineſs ſmooths o'er ourllls. Oz. DonCar! 
Int'reſt makes ah ſeem Reaſon that leads to it. Dryd Si- 
All ſeek their Ends, and each would other cheat: ¶ Lov! 

They only feem to hate, and ſeem to Love, 

But Int'reſt is the Point on which they move: 

Their Friends are Foes, and Foes are Friends agen, 

And in their Turns are Knaves and honeſt Men: 

Our Iron Age is grown an Age of Gold ; 

Tis who bids moſt, for all Men would be {old. Dryd. Amphi 


JOUST S and Tournaments. See Battle. Duel. War. 
| The Challenger with fierce Defy. 

His Trumpet ſounds, the Challeng'd makes Reply ; 
With Clangor rings the Field, reſounds the vaulted Sky. 
Their Vizors clos'd their Lances in the Reſt, 
Or at the Helmet pointed or the Creſt; 
They vaniſh from the Barrigr, ſpeed the Race, 
And ſpurring, ſee decreaſe the middle Space. 
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A Cloud of Smoke envelopes either Hoſt, 

And all at once the Combatants are loft : 

Darkling they join adverſe, and ſhock unſeen, 
Courſers with Courſers juſtling, Men with Men. 

As lab'ring in Echpſe a-while they ſtay, 

Till the next Blaſt of Wind reſtores the Day: 

They look a-new ; the beauteous Form of Fight 

Is chang'd, and War appears a griſly Sight. 

Two Troops in fair Array one Moment ſhow'd, 

The next a Field with fallen Bodies ſtrow'd ; 

Not half the Number in their Seats are found, 

But Men and Steeds lie grovling on the Ground. 
The Points of Spears are ſtuck within the Shield, 
The Steeds without their Riders ſcour the Field, 
The Knights unhors'd, on Foot renew the Fight ; 
The glitt'ring Falchions caſt a gleaming Light: 
Hawberks and Helms are hew'd with many a Wound; 
Outſpins the ſtreaming Blood, and dyes the Ground. 
The mighty Maces with ſuch Haſte deſcend, 

They break the Bones, and make the ſolid Armour bend: 
This thruſts amid the 'Throng with furious Force : 
Down goes at once the Horſeman and the Horſe + 
That Courſer ſtumbles on the fallen Steed, 

And, floundring, throws the Rider o'er his Head : 
One rolls along, a Foot-ball to his Foes ; | 
One with a broken Truncheon deals his Blows. 

By fits they ceaſe ; and leaning on the Lance, 

Take breath a-while, and to new Fight advance. 
Full oft the Rivals met, and neither Dar- d 

His utmoſt Force, for each forgot to ward. 

The Head of this was to the Saddle bent, 

That other backward to the Crupper ſent. 

Both were by turns unhors'd; the jealous Blows 


Fall thick and heavy when on foot they cloſe : 


So deep their Falchions bite, that ev'ry Stroke 
Pierc'd to the quick ; and equal Wounds they gave and took. 
Borne far aſunder by the Tides of Men, 
Like Adamant and Steel they meet agen. 
So when a Tiger ſucks the Bullock's Blood, : 
A famiſh'd Lion, iſſuing from the Wood, 
Roars loudly fierce, and challenges the Food: 
Each claims Poſſeſſion, neither will obey, 
But both their Paws are faſten'd on the Prey : 
Vor. I. P They 
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They bite, they tear; and while in vain they ſtrive, 


The Swains come arm'd between, and both to diſtance drive. 
mw | Dryd. Pal. & Arc, 
Behold the noble Youths of Form Divine, 


Upon the Plain advancing in a Line ; 

The Riders grace the Steeds, the Steeds with Glory ſhine, 
Thus marching on in military Pride, 

Shouts of Applauſe reſound from Side to Side. 

Their Caſques adorn'd with Laurel Wreaths they wear, 

Each brandiſhing aloft a Cornel Spear: | 

Some at their Backs their gilded Quivers bore, 

'Their Chains of burniſh'd Gold hung down before. 

Three graceful Troops they form'd upon the Green; 

Three graceful Leaders at their Head were ſeen; 

Twelve follow'd every Chief, and left a Space between, 
Th'unfledg'd Commanders, and their martial Train, 

Firſt make the Circuit of the fandy Plain : : 
Then at the appointed Sign, 

Drawn up in beauteous Order, form 'a Line : 

The ſecond Signal ſounds ; the Troop divides 


In three diſtinguiſh'd Parts, with three diſtinguiſh'd Guides. 


Again they cloſe, and once again disjoin, 

In Troop to Troop oppos'd, and Line to Line: 
They meet, they wheel, they throw their Darts afar 
With harmleſs Rage, and well diſſembled War. 


"Then in a Round the mingled Bodies run ; 


Flying they follow, and purfuing ſhun. 

Broken they break, and rallying they renew 

In other Forms the military Shew. 

At laſt, in Order, undiſcern'd they join, 

And march together in a friendly Line. 

And, as the Cretan Labyrinth of old, 

With wand'ring Wave, and many a winding Fold, 
Involv'd the weary Feet, without Redreſs, 

In a round Error, which deny'd Receſs ; 

So fought the Trajan Boys in warlike Play, 
Turn'd, and return'd, and ſtill a diffrent way. Dryd.Firg. 


| O V. 
Great Joys, as well as Sorrows, make a Stay; 
They hinder one another in the Croud, _ 
And none are heard, while all would ſpeak aloud, Coal. 
Joy is in ev'ry Face without a Cloud: 
As in the Scene of op'ning Paradiſe 
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The whole Creation danc'd at their new Being. {Don Seb. 
Pleas'd to be what they were, pleas'd with each other. Dry. 
Reſiſtleſs Floods of ſudden Pleaſure roll 

Along his Veins, and break in on his Soul: 

He ſinks beneath the Preſſure of his Joy, 

And Jaſepbh's Life does almoſt his deſtroy. Blac. 
A iecret Pleaſure rrickles thro? my Veins ; 

It works about the Inlets of my Soul. Dryd. Don. Seb. 
Now my Veins ſwell, and my Arms graſp the Poles, 

My Breaſts grow bigger with the vaſt Delight; 

'Tis Length of Rapture, and an Age of Fury! Lee Alex. 
Now by my Soul, and by theſe hoary Hairs, 

I'm ſo o'erwhelm'd with Pleaſure, that I feel 

A later Spring within my wither'd Limbs, 

That ſhoots me out again. Dry. Don Seb. 
Be gone, my Cares; I give you to the Winds, 

Far to be borne; far from the happy Altamont ; 

Far from the ſacred Ara of my . 

A better Order of ſucceeding Days 

Comes ſmiling forward, white and lucky all. 

Caſtilla is the Miſtreſs of the Vear, 8 

She crowns the Seaſons with auſpicious Beauty, 

And bids ev'n all my Hours be good and j oyfal. Nau Falt- Pex. 
Be ſtill, my Sorrows ! and 5 loud, my Joys! 1 

Fly to the utmoſl Circle of the Seas, r 

Thou furious Tempeſt that haſt toſs'd my Mind, 
d leave no Thought but Leonora there. 
hat's this I feel abodin gin my Soul, 

As if this Day were fatal? Beit ſo! ' 

Fate ſhall have but-the wales of my Love! 

My Joys are gloomy, but withal are great : 

The Lion tho” he ſees the Toils are ſet, 

Yet pinch'd with raging Hunger, ſcours away, | 


Hunts in the Face of Danger all the Day, (Span. Fry. 
At Night, with ſullen Pleaſure, grumbles o'er his Prey. Br. 
She bids me hope! O Heavens! ſhe pities me; 


And Pity ſtill fore- runs approgcuing Love, 


As Lightning does the Thunder. Tune your Harps, 

Ye Angels, to that Sound! and thou, my Heart, 

Make room to entertain thy flowing Joys : 

Hence all my Griefs, and ev'ry anxious Care, (Fry. 

One Look, and one kind Glancecan cure Deſpair. Dr. Span. 
Am I then pity'd ? I have liv'd enough! 

Death, take me in this Moment of my Ry 
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But when my Soul is lang'd in long Oblivion, 
Spare this one Thought, Let me remember Pity ; 


And ſo deceiv'd, think all my Life was bleſt.Dry4.Span.F,y 


Oh you are ſo Divine, and cauſe ſuch Fondnels, 

That my Heart leaps, and beats, and fain would out, 

To make a Dance of Joy about your Feet ! 

Such Ecſtacy Life cannot carry long ! 

The Day comes on ſo faſt, and beamy Joy 

Darts with ſuch Fierceneſs on me, Night will follow. Lee Alex. 
Know, be it known to the Limits of the World ; 

Yet farther, let it paſs your dazling Roof, 

The Manſions of the Gods, and ſtrike 'em deaf 

With everlaſting Peals of thund'ring Joy! 

Oh for this News let Waters break their Bounds ! 

Rocks, Valleys, Hills with ſplitting Js ring! a 

fo, Jocaſta ! Io Pæan ſing. | Lee Ocdip. 
Be this the gen'ral Voice ſent up to Heav'n, 

And ev'ry publick Place repeat this Echo, 

To Pomp and Triumph give this happy Day; 

Let Labour ceaſe ; ſet out before your Doors 

The Images of all your ſleeping Fathers, 

With Laurels crown'd: With Lon wreathe your Poſts, 

And ſtrew with Flow'rs the Pavement. Let the Prieſts 

Do preſent Sacrifice ; pour out the Wine, Love. 

2 call the Gods to join with you in Gladneſs. Dryd. Al for 
Let Mirth go on : Let Pleaſure know no Pauſe, 

But fill up ev'ry Minute of this Day. Rowe. F air Pen. 
But oh! the Joy, the mighty Ecſtacy 

Poſſeſs'd thy Soul at this Diſcovery ! 

Speechleſs and panting at my Feet you lay, ; 

And ſhort-breath'd Sighs told what you could not fay : 

A thouſand times my Hands with Kiſſes preſs'd, 

And look'd ſuch Darts as none could e'er reſiſt: h 

Silent we gaz'd, and as my Eyes met thine, 

New Joys fill'd theirs, new Love and Shame fill'd mine. Behn. 

My charmed Ears ne'er knew 

A Sound of ſo much Rapture, ſo much Joy: 

Not Voices, Inſtruments, nor warbling Birds, 

Not Winds, nor murm'ring Waters join'd in Conſort, 

Not tuneful Nature, nor th'according Spheres 

Utter ſuch Harmony, as when my Sl : 

With down-calt Looks and Bluſhes ſaid, I /owe. Rorwe Foe 
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Oh the dear Hour in which you did 8 ! 
When round my Neck your willing Arms did twine, 
And in a Kiſs you faid, your Heart was nune ! 
'Thro? each returning Year may that Hour be 
Diſtinguiſh'd in the Rounds of all Eternity. 
Gay be the Sun that Hour in all his Light; 
Let him collect the Day to be more bright; 
Shine all that Hour, and all the reſt be Night! Cong. 
There's not a Slave, a ſhackled Slave of mine, 
But ſhould have ſmil'd that Hour thro' all his Care, 
And ſhook his Chains in Tranſport and rude Harmony. 


( Cong. Meurn. Bride. 
Oh my Soul's Joy ! WP 


If after ev'ry Tempeſt comes ſuch Calm, 
May the Winds blow *till they have waken'd Death; 
And let the lab'ring Bark climb Hills of Seas, 
Olympus high, and duck again as low 
As Hells from Heav'n. If it were now to die, 
Twere now to be moſt happy! for I fear 
My Soul has her Content ſo abſolute, 
That not another Comfort like to this, 
Succeeds in unknown Fate. Shak. Othel. 
Some ſtrange Reverſe of Fate muſt ſure attend 
This vaſt Profuſion, this Extravagance 
Of Heav'n to bleſs me thus! *Tis Gold ſo pure, 
It cannot bear the Stamp without Allay. Dryd. Don. Seb. 
Mine is a Gleam of Bliſs too hot to laſt; 
Watry it ſhines, and will be ſoon o'ercaſt, Dryd. Auren. 
For, as Extremes are ſhort of Ill and Good, 
And Tides at higheſt Mark regorge the Flood : 
So Fate, that could no more improve their Joy, 
Took a malicious Pleaſure to deſtroy. Dryd. Sig. & G 
Weeping for Joy. | 
My plenteous Joys, 
Wanton in Fulneſs, ſeek to hide themſelves 
In Drops of Sorrow. Shak. Macb. 
I cannot ſpeak ; Tears ſo obſtruct my Words, 
And choak me with unutterable Joy. Otzv., Cai. Mar. 
Then into Tears of Joy the Father broke ; 
Each in his longing Arms by turns he took, 
Panted and 2 and thus again he ſpoke. Dryd. Virg. 
My Joy ſtops at my Tongue; 
But it has found two Channels here for one, 
And bubbles out above. Dryd, All for Love, 
P 3 ISIS, 
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Her moony Horns were. on her Forehead plac'd, 
And yellow Sheaves her ſhining Temples grac'd: | 
A Mitre for a Crown, ſhe wore on high, 

The eg. and dappled Bull were Waiting by. 


Oris, fought along the Banks of Nile, 

The filent God, the ſacred Crocodile: 

And laſt a long Proceſſion moving on 

With Timbrels, that affiſt the lab'ring Moon. Dryd. Ovid. 


The Fortunate I S LANDS. 
The happy Iſles, where endleſs Pleaſures wait 

Are ſtyl'd by tuneful Bards, The Fortunate. 
Eternal Spring with ſmiling Verdure here 
Warms the mild Air, and crowns the youthful Year. 
From cryſtal Rocks tranſparent Riv'lets flow; 

The Roſe ſtill bluſhes, and the Vi'lets blow. 

The Vine undreſs'd her ſwelling-Cluſters bears; 
The lab'ring Hind the mellow Olives cheers: 
Bloſſoms = Fruit at once the Citron ſhows, 

And, as ſhe pays, difcovers-ftil ſhe owes ; 

And the glad Orange courts the am'rous Maid 

With — Apples, and a ſilken Shade. 

No Blaſts e' er diſcompoſe the peaceful Sky; 

The Springs but murmur, and the Winds but figh. 
The tuneful Swans on gliding Rivers float, | 
And warbling Dirges Te on ev'ry Note, 
Where Flora treads, her Zephyr Garlands flings, 
Shaking rich Odours from his purple Wings : 
And Birds from Woodbine Bow'rs, and Jeſs'min Groves 
Chaunt their glad Nuptials, and unenvey'd Loves. 
Mild Seaſons, riſing Hills, and filent Dales, 
Cool Crottos, filver Brooks, and flow'ry Vales, 

In this bleſt Glimate all the circhng Year prevails. Gar. 


J UN O. 
Great Queen of gath'ring Clouds, 
Whoſe Moifture fills the Floods : 
Great Queen of Nuptial Rites, 
Whoſe Pow'r the Soul unites, ( Alban. 
And fills the genial Bed with chaſte Delights. Dryd. Alb. & 
For Juno ties 
The nuptial Knot, and makes the Marriage- Joys. Dryd. Virg. 
The Majeſty of Heav'n! TheSiſter Wife of Fowe. Dryd. Virg. 
10 FIT 
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O Thou, whoſe Thunder rends the clouded Air, 
Who in the Heav'n of Heav'ns haſt fix*d thy Throne, 
Supream of Gods ! unbounded and alone ! Pope Hom. 
O firſt and greateſt Pow'r whom all obey, g 
Who high on Ida's holy Mountain ſway. Pope Hom. 
Th inviolable King. Pope Hom. 
The Pow'r whoſe high Command 
Is unconfin'd ; who rules the Seas and Land; 
And tempers Thunder in his aweful Hand. Dryd. Ovid. 
TH imperial God, 
Who ſhakes Heav'n's Axle with his aweful Nod. Dryd. Virg. 
| Who rouls 


The radiantStars, and Heav'n andEarthcontrouls. Dryd. Virg. 


The Pow'r immenſe! Eternal Energy! 

The King of Gods and Men; whoſe awful Hand 

Diſperſes Thunder on the Seas and Land, 

Diſpoſing all with abſolute Command. Dryd. Virg. 
The mighty Thund'rer, with majeſtick Awe, i 

Then ſhook his Shield, and dealt his Bolts around, 

And ſcatter'd Tempeſts on the teeming Ground. Did. Virg. 
So Joe decrees, reſiſtleſs Lord of all! 

At whoſe Command whole Empires riſe or fall : 

He ſhakes the feeble Prop of human Truſt; 

And Towns and Armies humbles to the Duſt. Pope Hom. 
So when of old Fowe from the Titans fled, 

Ammon's rade Front his radiant Face bely'd, 

And all the Majeſty of Heav'n lay hid: 

Atlength by Fate to Pow'r Divine reſtor'd, 

His Thunder taught the World to know its Lord; Tamer. 

The God grew terrible again, and was again ador'd. Roxwe, 
So Jove look'd down upon the War of Atoms, 

And rude tumultuous Chaos, when as yet 

Fair Nature, Form, and Order had not Being, 

But Diſcord and Confuſion troubled all. 

Calm and ſerene upon his Throne he ſate, 

Fix'd there by the eternal Law of Fate : 

Safe in himſelf, becauſe he knew his Pow'r, 

And, knowing what he was, he knew he was ſecure, RoweUly/. 


LEES ITN See King. 
Of all the Virtaes, Juſtice is the beſt ; 


Valour, without it, is a common Peſt : 
Pyrates 


I 
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Pyrates and Thieves, too oft with Coura 
Shew us how ill that Virtue may be plac” 


Tuſtice. Kindneſs. 


*Tis our Complexion makes us chaſte or brave; 


Juſtice from Reaſon, and from Heav'n we have: 


All other Virtues dwell but in the Blood; 


That in the Soul, and gives the Name of Good: 


Juſtice the Queen of Virtues ! 


Fuftice, tho” ſhe is painted blind, 
Is to the weaker Side inclin'd, 
Like Charity ; elſe Right and Wrong 
Could never hold it out ſo long. 
Tuftice gives Sentence many times 
On one Man for another's Crimes. 
As lately 't happen'd in a Town, 
Where liv'd a Cobler, and but one; 
That out of Doctrine could cut Uſe, 
And mend Men's Lives, as well as Shoes ; 
This precious Brother having ſlain, 
In Times of Peace an Indian, 
The mighty Totiipottimoy 
Sent to our Elders an Envoy; 
Complaining ſorely of the Breach 
Of League, held forth by Brother Patch, 
Againſt the Articles in Force, 
Between both Churches, his and ours. 
For which he crav'd the Saints to render 
Into his Hands, or hang th'Offender. 
But they, maturely having —_— 
They had no more but ham o'th* Trade; 
(A Man that ſerv'd 'em in a double 
Ca _ to teach and cobble) 
Reſolv'd to ſpare him; yet to do 
The Indian Hogan Mogan too 
Impartial Juſtice, in his Stead did 
Hang an old Weaver that was bed-rid. 
So Juſtice, while ſhe winks at Crimes, 
Stumbles on Innocence ſometimes, 


KINDNESS. 
Kindneſs has reſiſtleſs Charms, 
All things elſe but weakly move; 
Fierceſt Anger it difarins, 
And clips the Wings of flying Love. 
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Beauty does the Heart invade ; 
Kindneſs can alone perſuade : 
It gilds the Lover's ſervile Chain, | 
And makes the Slave grow pleas'd and vain. Roch, 


Kindneſs can Indift*'rence warm, 
And blow that Calm into a Storm. Ether. 


K ING. See Emperor. Tyrant, Uſurper. 
A Monarch's Crown . 
Golden in Shew, is but a Crown of 'Thorns ; 
Brings Dangers, Troubles, Cares, and ſleepleſs Nights, 
To him who wears the Regal Diadem; 
When on his Shoulders each Man's Burden lies: 
For therein lies the Office of a King, 


His Honour, Virtue, Merit, and chief Praiſe, 


That for the Publick all his Weight he bears. Milt. 
Kings, like Heav'n's Eye, ſhould ſpread their Beams around, 

Pleas'd to be ſeen, while Glory's Race they run: 

Reſt is not for the Chariot of the Sun. 

Luxurious Kings are to their People loſt ; 

They live like Drones, upon the publick Colt. Dryd. Auren. 
-Kings, who are Fathers, live but in their People. Doe 

| 8 7860 Don Seb. 

Some Kings the Name of Conquerors aſſum'd; 

Some to be 1 ſome to be Gods preſum'd : 

But boundleſs Pow'r, and arbitrary Luſt, - 

Made Tyrants ſtill abhor the Name of Juſt : 

They ſhun'd the Praiſe this God-like Virtue gives, 

And fear'd a Title that reproach'd their Lives. Dry. 
Princes by Diſobedience get Command, 

And by new-quell'd Rebellions firmer ſtand: 

Till by the boundleſs Offers of Succels, 

They meet their Fate in ill- us'd Happineſ;. Hoy. 
Oh polifh'd Perturbation ! Golden Care! 

That keeps the Ports of Slumber open wide 

To many a watchful Night! O Majeſty; 

When thou doſt pinch thy Bearer, thou doſt ſit 


Like a rich Armour, worn in Heat of Day, 


That ſcalds with Safety. Shak, Hen. 4. 
A Crown, whate'er we give, is worth the Coſt, Dryd. Cong. 
How wretchedly he rules, (of Gran. 
That's ſerv'd byCowards,and advis'd by Fools! OHR. Don Car. 
What's Royalty, but Pow'r to pleaſe my ſelf? 
And if I dare not, then am I the Slave, 


And 
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And my own Slaves the Sovereigns. 

Weak Princes flatter when they want the Pow'r 
To curb their People: Tender Plants muſt bend; 
But when a Government is grown to Strength, 
Like ſome old Oak, tough with its armed Bark, 
It yields not to the "Tug, but only Nods, 


And turns to ſullen State, Dryd. Don. Seb. 


Kings Titles commonly begin by Force, | 
Which Time wears off, and mellows into Right; 
And Pow'r, which in one Age is Tyranny, 

Is ripen'd in the next to wh, 

All After-AQts are ſanctify'd by Pow'r. Dryd. Don Seb. 

Unbounded Pow'r, and Height of Greatneſs, give 
To Kings that Luſtre which we think divine ; 

The Wile, who know *em, know they are but Men, 
Nay, ſometimes weak ones too: The Croud indeed, 
Who kneel befcre the Image, not the God, 

Worſhip the Deity their Hands have made. RoweAmb.Step. 

He's in Poſſeſſion ! ſo Diſeaſes are: 

Should not a ling' ring Fever be remov'd, 

Becauſe it long has rag'd within my Blood? 

Do I rebel, when I would thruſt it out ? 

What ! ſhall I think the World was made for one, 

And Men are born for Kings, as Beaſts for Men, 

Not for Protection, but to de devour'd ? 

Mark thoſe who doat on Arbitrary Pow's, 

And you ſhall find them either hot-brain'd Youth, 

Or needy Bankrupts, ſervile in their Greatneſs, 

And Slaves to ſome, to lord it o'er the reſt. 

O Baſeneſs l to ſupport a Tyrant-Throne, ( Fry. 

And cruſh your free-born Brethren of the Word! Dryd. Span. 
Thoſe Kings, who rule with limited Command, 

Have Players Sceptres put into their Hand. 

Pow'r has no Balance! one Side ſtill weighs down, (of Gran. 

And either hoiſts th2 Commonwealth or Crown. Dryd. Cong. 

Force only can maintain | 
The Pow'r that Fortune gives, or Worth does gain. Coaul. 
Sov'reigns, ever jealous of their State, 

Forgive not thoſe whom once they mark for Hate: 

Ev'n tho? th' Offence they ſeemingly digeſt, 

Revenge, like Embers, rak'd within their Breaſt. 

Burſts forth in Flames, whoſe unreſiſted Pow'r 

Will ſeize th' unwary Wretch, and ſoon devour. Dryd. 70 

. * e 


acceſſion. Dryd. Span. Fry. 
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A. 7 WE Fu WOOL. 


King. Kiſſing. 323 

The Thoughts of Kings are like religious Groves, 

The Walks of muffled Gods; ſacred Retreat, 

Where n ne but whom they pleaſe Cad mit approach. Dryd. 
The Thoughts of Princes dwell in facred Privacy, | 

Unknown — venerable to the Vulgar; 

And like a Temple's innermoſt Receſſes, 

None enter to behold the hallow'd Myſteries, 

Unbidden of the God that dwells within. Rowe mb. Steph. 
; Sebaſtian was a Man 

Above Man's Height, ev'n tow'ring to Divinity z + 

Brave, pious, gen'rous, great and liberal ; 

Juſt as the Scales of Heay'n that weigh the Seaſons : 

He lov'd his People, him they 1doliz'd. 

His Goodneſs was diffus'd to Human-kind, 

He was the Envy of his neighb'ring Kings; 

For him their ſighing Queens deſpis'd their Lords. Seb. 

And Virgin Daughters bluſh'd when he was nam'd. Dryd. Don 


KISSING. 
She gather'd humid Kiſſes, as ſhe ſpoke. Dryd. Lucr. 
She brought her Cheek up cloſe, and lean'd on his; 

At which he whiſper'd Kiſſes back on hers. Dryd. All fer Lowe. 
She printed melting Kiſſes as ſhe ſpoke : 

Eager as thoſe- of Lovers are in Death, 

When they give up their Souls too with their Breath. 0/46. 
Balmy as Cordials that recover Souls; ( Bru, 

Chaſte as Maids Sighs, and keen as longing Mothers. Lee Jun. 
They pour'd a Storm of Kiſſes thick as Hail. Dryd. . : 
I felt the while a pleaſing kind of Smart, Bath Talc. 

The Kiſs went tingling to my very Heart : | 

When it was gone, the Senſe of it did ſtay, 

The Sweetneſs cling*d upon my Lips all Day, 

Like Drops of Huney, loth to fall away. Dry. Mar. a-la- mode. 

They kiſs'd with ſuch a Fervour, 

And gave ſuch furious Earneſt of their Flames, 

That their Eyes ſparkled, and their mantling Blood 

Flew fluſhing o'er their Faces. Dryd. Don. Seb. 
How — I dwell for ever on thoſe Lips! 

Oh I could kiſs *em pale with Eagerneſs ! 

So ſoft, by Heav*n ! and ſuch a juicy Sweet, 

That ripen'd Peaches have not half the Flavour. Dryd. Amp hit. 
The Nectar of the Gods to them is taſteleſs. Dryd. Ampbhit. 
Such Heat and Vigour ſhall our Kiſſes bear, 

As if like Doves, we did engender there: 


1 No 
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324 Kite. Knight-Errant. 


No Bound, no Rule my Pleaſure ſhall endure, 
In Love there's none too much an Epicure. 
Nought ſhall my Hands or Lips controul ; 
I'll kiſs thee thro', PII kits thy very Soul. Cowl, 
Then thus we'll lie, and thus we'll kiſs, 
Thus, thus, improve the laſting Bliſs : 
There is no Labour here, no Shame ; 
The ſolid Pleaſure's ſtill the ſame : 
Never, oh ! never to be done, 


When Love is ever but begun. O4. 
As am'rous, and fond, and billing, 
As Philip and Mary on a Shilling. Hud. 
. 


Thus the ſpreading Kite 
That ſmells the ſlaughter'd Victim from on high, 
Flies at a Diſtance, if the Prieſts are nigh, 
And fails around, and keeps it in her Eye Add. Ovid. 


K NIGHT E RRANT. 
Th' antient Errant Knights 

Won all their Ladies Hearts in Fights, 
And cut whole Giants into Fritters, 

To put them into am'rous Twitters: 
Whoſe ſtubborn Bowels ſcorn'd to yield, 
Until their Gallants were half kill'd: 

But when their Sides were drubb'd ſo ſore, 
They durſt not woo one Combat more, 
The Ladies Hearts began to melt, 
Subdu'd with Blows their Lovers felt: 
80 Spaniſh Heroes with their Lances, 

At once wound Bulls and Ladies Fancies; 
And he acquires the nobleſt Spouſe, 
That widows greateſt Herds of Cows. Hud. 
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